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editorial 


Many of the activities and lifestyles documented and i 

y celebrated : re & 
Language’ part of Towards 2012 have, among other things, a a haaly eek 
tioned part of our cuitisre clogging their flowering and expansion: WORK. That is 
the (relatively recently developed) structure our society uses to provide life’s ‘ 
ed bball ide its ge. it’s such a vast and important subject for 

ny self-respecting hurian interested in living well to c i 

least deserved a aire to itself. ‘ See thought it at 


This supplement idea will hopefully be carried on for the remaini ) 
project, and we're trying our best to provide it free for those Ee akier roeards 
2012 through the post (though it may not always be possible ‘cos of the erratic 
nature of our Illicit Xerox Facilities department). The aim of the supplement is to 
be a totally anti-copyri ght, slightly more down-to-earth companion to each part 
of the main magazine, either supplementing (er... hence the name) or contrasting 
with its big sister. Tentative ideas flying around here at the moment are for the 
Paganism’ supplemeni to deal with eco-activism, and for the ‘Apocalypse’ one to 
be some sort of ‘Anti-/:pocalypse’ statement - some space for all those (meself 
eae ue have dries Sus about the hype & hysteria surrounding certain 
itrary calenda . Arti ics, i i i 
phat a ted hale dr heli oo r system. Articles, rants, graphics, ideas, information 


In this one we have several different expressions of the anti-work senti 

Many cover similar ground, but hopefully they come from different Srounte anaes 

to give a more rounded picture. Merrick’s piece was written without his having 

read Bob Black's, but the two slot together nicely, two different light sources com- 

bining to bring the sarhe object into view more clearly. And we're really pleased 

to have pilfered a little bit from Oscar Wilde - just the man you need to really nail 

something down in words. Many of you may be familiar with Robert Anton 

fret fey back Leto pela oa ad manual labour. Well, Oscar was in 
efore the 20th centu i isi i 

ic ioe bie ry, with as much vision and clarity as any of 


None of the material in here is copyrighted, much of it is nicked anyway. Feel free to recycle any or 
all of it (for non-profi’ projects only). If any of it gets reproduced, though, do send a copy of what 
@ you've done to the author. Merrick & Sam Lawson can be contacted c/o the UDC address below. 

Bob Black can be reac ied at PO Box 3142, Albany, NY 12203-0142, USA. Alan B is a member of 
Thee Data Collectiv (the article here is reprinted from thee brilliant Data Base zine), who used to be based 
up in Glasgow, but it looks li\xe they’re on the move down south. Anyone wishing to contact him can 
write here and we'll forwardistuff when he settles down. Or email the other Data guy - Stuart@olp.co.uk - 
and find out what they’re up to. , 


Thanks, as ever, to the slack fishkid for use of his hi-tech creation toys. And thanks to Merrick, for copious 
i i and for creating 3 life that constantly demonstrates how much can be done with our precious 
ime here. 
' 
the unlimited dream 


n 
PO Box HP94, Leeds, LS6 1YJ, Ergin 


jotograph is of a bridge in Burley, Leeds, taken by Merrick 


The front cover ph 
be Love & respect to whoever the graffiti artists 
are. 


Work? What are we doing going to work on a day like this? This is the kind of day you want to be 


belly to belly with a good woman in a tin roofed shack with a bottle of good whiskey next to the beg 
and the rain beating down. Hunter S. Thompson, 








Working or a Living 


I love my life and I care about what it gets used for. I realise that my life is a finite thing, 
it’s very short. | look back five years and P've done so much, yet al the same time | won- 
der where all the time’s gone. My time has to be used for doing something good, I want 
the world to be a better place for me having been here. won't be FT just do whatever 
I’m told by someone who’s offering me a few dirty coins for do ng something. I think 
my life’s smart and the world is good, but I think how much better it could be if we 
wanted to make it that way, if only it was everyone trying to make it better. So I do 
things to try and make the world a better place and encourage others to do the same, and 
it seems to me that the vast majority of paid employment does not do that. The vast 
majority of paid employment is about making a few people very comfortable in a super- 
ficial way for a short period of time. | want a view that encompasses the rest of human- 
ity. | want a view that encompasses future generations. This wor,d is for everyone, our 
lives are for us. The problem with paid work is that it’s incredibly hierarchical and it’s 
aimed at keeping most people down for the benefit of the few. The few have the bene- 
fit of the hardship, drudgery, and sheer fucking repetitious tedium of the many. 

The way that work is just seen as what you do for a living, the way people are 
judged by what they do for money, this is outdated. There may have been a time when 
people did the same sort of job for life, but that does not happen any more. A job isn’t 
something that somebody is, just something somebody does. This is true even with 
vocational things like being a policeman or a teacher, people even in those professions 
don’t feel like they’ Il be doing it for their whole life, Thus someone’s job becomes less 
of a yardstick by which to understand someone. And it was always bollocks anyway, 
pretending that what you do for a living is everything, rather than just what you do to 
facilitate the things you want to do. Most people don’t work because they like to work, 
they do it because they want a roof over their head and to provide for themselves and 
their family. They want these things so they find a job that they feel comfortable doing, 
they might even quite enjoy it, but really they’re just doing it for the money. If they were 
given the same money without needing to do the job, how many people would turn up 
to work every day? 

And the way people who aren’t working are scen as “inactive”. I can sit under a 
duvet watching Richard And Judy for years, or I can get out there on road protests, pub- 
lish articles and do a book, yet economically I'm seen as the same thing. People who are 
raising kids are likewise inactive. Raising kids is without doubt the bravest and most 
demanding and difficult job that any human being does. It has the longest working 
hours, it’s the most thankless, the most gruelling, and it’s the most testing of your 
resourcefulness and of all your existing abilities. And yet “she’s just a housewile”. 

Those seen as the most inactive economically are the uncmployed and parents, 
and yet the people | know who actually work hardest are all unemployed and/or parents. 

You can’t judge people by just what their jobs are. People do do things that are 
not for money, that are for the good of others. People raise kids be cause it’s worth it, but 
not in any way measurable by money. I’ve done jobs just for the money, that mean noth- 
ing. It was not WHAT I AM at all. What I am is somebody who ares about the future. 
My job didn’t give me an opportunity to do that. People always think that me not work- 
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You don't buy a life, you live a life... Papa learns much too late, he was never home. 
¢ Funkadelic, Funky Dollar Bill ‘ 
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ing is just some kind of t2mporary thing, “yes, but what do you want to do?”. Like when 
you’re not in a monogainous marital-style relationship and people say “yes, but what 
kind of person do you want to meet?”. I don’t know until I meet them. The whole point 
is that I want to learn, and I won’t know what’s interesting until I find it. It’s learning 
things and finding new things that interests me, and interests human beings in general. 
Our greatest drives are to understand and to be understood. All of the human mind stems 
from these. So how do 
T'S THE ~ you know what you 
want to learn about 
until you start learning 
about it? 

People saying “what 
do you really want to 
do?” are implying that I 
don’t really want to do 
what I’m doing now. | 
am doing what I really 
want to do. What I really don’t want to do is the stuff they mean by “what do you real- 
ly want to do”. I don’t really want to go and get a job. 

I get told “eventually you'll want to settle down (whatever that means) and get a 
job”. No, what I want tc be is somebody who cares about the future and who is active 
about making sure that .. leave the world a better place for my having been here. And 
that doesn’t mean doing the same task all my life, because my energies are best used on 
different things, often one day to the next, and certainly one year or era to the next. Road 
protesting is the thing I'm doing now, but 15 years ago I’d probably have been more 
involved in the peace camps, not because I’m following a fashion, but because for the 
energy I put in, that has the best result in making the future a better place to be. That’s 
what I am, and that means I don’t “work”. 

There’s always concern (and quite often pity) for the poverty of the unemployed 
in cities. I feel sorry for the people with ordinary low-paid jobs. On the streets is the 
worst, no two ways. But if you have somewhere to live, you don’t have kids and you’re 
on the dole, you find ways to do things cheaply. You can buy cheap food and you’ ve got 
lime to cook it, you can hitch-hike instead of having to buy a car or get the train. You’ ve 
got time to do this. Yes it means spending an hour preparing a meal, yes it takes six 
hours to travel a distance that a car can do in two or three, but this is taking life at a 
slower pace, this is not getting a stress illness and instead having time for the people 
around you, interacting more. 

And there’s a lot of people in the same situation, you get to know people proper- 
ly and you can find ways to have a good time. The people I know on the dole in cities 
have a far better time than the people who work, because the workers spend all their 
money on rent and travel and buying food from shops that are open late and cost more. 
Those are the people wh) are trapped, those are the people who are loncly cos they don’t 
have time to involve themselves with other people. They’re not getting a lot of money 
like the wealthy, and their lives are bled out of them so they don’t have the energy to get 
any spiritual wealth that’s available to those with time. Yet these are people who are sup- 
posedly better off, who are “doing better”, are “going somewhere”, are economically 
active. But it doesn’t count for anything, there’s no quality of life there. 

People don’t wani to work. If it’s such a good job, why do they have to bribe me 
with money to make me do it? Oxfam shops don’t pay their staff, people do it because 
they know it’s a good thing to do it, because they are helping a greater good. Whereas 
when you work ina bank, they have to give you moncy, they can’t get you to do it out 








As for us, He has appointed the job of permanent unetiey ae t If he Paaee us to work, after all, 
He would not have created this wine. With a skinfull of this, Sir, would you rush out to commit 
economics? ¢ Jalaloddin Rumi, Diwan-e Shams 


of love. Nobody wants to process mortgage quotations because they like it, so they pay 
you. By giving you money they’re saying “We know this is dreadful. It is so bad there’s 
no way we could talk you into doing it, so we'll offer you money”. :[magine if you knew 
a person who was like that, who said “I know there’s no way you can like me, so I'll 
pay you to be my friend, P'Il give you £5 an hour to come out for gn evening with me”. 
That’s essentially what work does, “We know you don’t want to be with us really, so 
we'll pay you £5 an hour to come and be with us for eight hours a day”. No. No, my life 
is worth much more than £5 an hour. Not that you even get that, by the time you knock 
off the hours you spend getting to and from work and recovering trom work. 

“If only | could do what I want, but instead I'll do something someone else wants 
and maybe in 40 years time I'll get a few years to myself”. You only get ONE go at life, 
what a stupid fucking waste to sell it to some other fucker. 

Work blots life out, it drains people cos they know they don.t want to be doing it 
really, they get home and they’re knackered. And so they spend all they money they get 
from working on things that help them cope with working. They get a car to go to work, 
convenience food cos they haven't got the time or inclination to cook. They have to go 
out somewhere more expensive to have a good time, having to cram a week’s worth of 
good time into one night. I don’t want to have a good time in time allocated between 
work and closing time, I want to have a good time when I actually feel like it, rather 
than having to fit it in at a prearranged time no matter what mood I’m in. No wonder 
there’s so much violence in city centres at weekends when people with a weeks worth 
of work stress are given their only time to let off steam, and get full of a depressant drug 
like alcohol. It’s not good, it’s not healthy that’s why the more industrialised a society 
gets, the more stress diseases afflict its citizens. 

But finally now we have permanent unemployment. They’re pretending this is 
something that should be got rid of, something that is intrinsically bad. No, this is glo- 
rious, this is what we’ve worked for. Trade unionists fight for a decrease in the working 
week, yet they fight against unemployment. What they’re against is. poverty. Poverty is 
a bad thing, but if people have enough to live on, why fight unemployment? If you want 
a decrease in the working week it’s because you want to work less, so why fight to be 
in work and renounce time to live your own life? 

We’ ve always been told by teachers and Jobcentre advisors that we must “learn to 
sell yourself’. And if we don’t? “Er.....you won’t get bought”. 

I was in the post office and there was a bloke in front of me cashing his pension, 
and his wife was on the pension for the first time. The womari stamping the book 
noticed this and asked him if he was going to go away somewhere or do something spe- 
cial now he was getting more money. He replied that he didn’t know, that he’d not been 
away all summer, that he didn’t know what to do with his time. ‘The woman working 
behind the counter, in her 50s, said “I know, it shows how brainwashed we are doesn’t 
it, that we don’t know what to do with our time when we do get i”. I don’t want to be 
like that bloke and discover that we’re brainwashed into work and have to find what to 
do with my life when I’m 65. J realise that now, and that’s why I’m going to really fuck- 
ing use my life. I’m using it for things that I actually find fulfilling, that I believe in, that 
is good for me and good for other people too. Even when we like our job and it benc- 
fits others, there are always simple ways in which we could make it better for us and 
others that are denied by the regimentation and the corporate mentality. 

On aroad protest site, work is done by whoever has the will and the ability. If you 
see something that needs doing and you want to do it, you do it. If you need help, you 
ask and get it. You get the opportunity to learn a lot, not just in technical and practical 
skills, but in human stuff like teamwork, organisation, co-operation. Because there’s no 
hierarchy or competition culture nobody is afraid to contribute, si il result is a fusion 





It’s precisely because we are NOT lazy that we want to QUIT WORKING - jesus, we've got some WORK 
to do if we don't want to WASTE OUR LIVES on some JOB! 
¢ Rev. Ivan Stang, introduction to The Abolition of Work by Bob Black 


















































Ideally we should all t 








© perpetually receiving dole. There are basically two forms of dole: one is to be 
a civil servant, the other is to receive unemployment benefit. ... 


ee ern 


| 
of the best ideas. | 

In corporate culture, whether it be in the workplace or at!school, you'd have to 
study trechouse building ina stuffy and limited way. Hit were indhe workplace it would 
only teach you what the company needs you to know, if it were at school it would be 
theoretical and dull. Then everyone would take an exam and th? top scorers would be 
the trechouse builders, the rest written off. This is how competition culture works and it 
is an outrageous, degrading process that wastes human minds and human potential. 
There is no excuse for people leaving school illiterate. It doesnt take ten years to teach 
someone to read and write, it means they have been ignored. And similar crimes are 
committed against all of us. 

Human beings are multi-taskers, nobody is only good for doing just one simple 
action their whole life, yet jobs have been Henry Forded into being as close to one repet- 
itive task as possible. How are we ever to find out what we're good at? Freed from jobs, 
we can find out lots of 
different things, we can 
help each other find out 
more. The scientists 
can help the environ- 
mentalists, the artists 
can help the scientists, 
we can show. each 
other new ways of see- 
ing things, which is the foundation of any great cultural renaissance. 

It’s like my friend Karl says; in.any occupation you must feel four things. 1) That 
your existing skills are being utilised; 2) That your skills are being improved; 3) That 
your work is of benefit to the wider community; 4) That you get your just rewards, 
Anything missing and the work will leave you unsatisfied. And almost everyone in paid 
employment doesn’t fulfil those four criteria, which I think are ¢s near as we can get to 
absolute truths for human work. 

People can easily come up with ideas for useful occupations for themselves. We 
currently waste a lot of human potential on making weapons that will never be used (and 
cause far greater human waste if they are used). In the UK, taxpayers’ money subsidis- 
es the arms industry at over £10,000 per job per year. Even the workers know their 
industry is shite (solidarity was expressed by the British Aerospace workers for the 
Ploughshares women who smashed up a Hawk jet at a BA factory), but they are given 
no chance of changing tt. 

In 1976 the Combine Shop Stewards Committee at Lucas Aerospace published 
150 of the best ideas that Lucas workers had designed as alterratives to arms produc- 
tion. They were fucking amazing, and included a hybrid power pack that combined a 
small petrol engine with an electric motor. Used in a car it cuts total fuel consumption 
by half. They also designed a train/bus hybrid which could revolutionise transport in 
countries with vast areas of dispersed rural population, and loadsiof other things in alter- 
native energy, medical equipment, oceanics, remote control devices. Lucas management 
and the government carried on with subsidised arms manufacture 

Humans are able to do far more and far better things than ihe jobs they are given. 
They will come up with the ideas themselves, given the opportunity. They don’t have to 
be bribed or blackmailed, they soon get bored with watching TV and wanking, and want 
meaning. People aren’t afraid of hard work, they just hate unrewarding work, work that 
demands a lot for not enough good reason. 

Jobs tie people to the rule of clocks and to routines. Pecple get up before their 
bodies have had enough sleep, they stay awake (usually getting stuff ready for work) 
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_.. It is the second form that is here recommended. Being a civil servant gives you too much money, 
and it is hard to remain inconspicuous when draining the country of so much wealth. ... 


























long after their bodies are ready for sleep. We all know how crotchety we can get when 
we haven't had enough sleep (again, the hardest workers of all, parents, can give the 
best testimony of this), yet most people in paid employment spend their whole lives like 
it to a greater or lesser degree. When you hear that Thatcher used to sleep four hours a 
night, you understand her a bit more. 

After a while in this snappy semi-sleep deprived state it becomes as good as you 
ever get, your usual state People expect you to be like that (including yourself), and yet 
you know it’s wrong, it’s not really you. You start to resent who you have become. And 
if you resent yourself, hcw can you ever truly love the existence of others? 

No wonder these workers, like the starving with their faces pressed against the 
window of a building in which a great feast is being prepared, resent the freedom of 
those outside the tyranny of the clock—the unemployed, travellers, beggars, artists. 
They know they should feel sorry for beggars, but their resentment of their own lives 
under the meaningless will of others and the clock’s reign of terror means they resent 
those who are free from it, no matter how wretched. They tell each other “they’re all 
rich really” stories to remove the guilt of passing a helpless homeless hungry person. 

_ They have this discomfort, but can’t admit it is envy. Deep inside those who live 
by routine know it’s crap, but don’t see a way out. Those who are outside have achieved 
the workers big ambition, so they must be thought of as having a good time (or perhaps 
just irresponsible). Either way, they are jealous or resentful, and hence the tabloid sto- 
ries of beggars with BM'Ws, or of road protesters having an easy life sitting up a tree all 

day taking heroin (sit- 
ling up a tree for eight 
hours in sub-zero 
February is a_ soft 
option?). 

The worker organises 
their whole life around 
earning money, and 
money is the compensa- 
tion for the shit they 
have to go through, the only thing they get to make things better. They can’t admit to 
being jealous of someone without money, so they get these tabloid stories which let 
them justify their resentment. If beggars really did get £1000 a day, the worker would 
do it too, but they know these stories are lies. They pretend they wouldn’t do it out of 
self-esteem or out of liking their work. But how much self-esteem can you really have 
just giving your life to someone else to do with as they wish? And if everyone likes their 
work so much, why is the National Lottery so popular? Over 90% of British adults have 
played the National Lottery. The Lottery says that money = happiness, which is a lie in 
itself, but that’s not the real point for what we’re talking about here. The real deal in 
work terms is the Lottery offers freedom from work, and most workers, by buying a 
licket, are declaring that that’s what they want. 

Workers want out. Why else spend all week talking about the weekend? And all 
year talking about the two weeks holiday? Why else play the National Lottery? 
Shouldn’t we abandon the fruitl¢ss waste of waiting for the Camelot plc knight in shin- 
ing armour to rescue us and do it ourselves? Shouldn’t we have more than two days out 
of seven to be happy? Shouldn’t every day be a holiday? 

All great civilisations have been built on slavery. Our culture’s wage slavery IS a 
slavery: a slave is someone who works under a master they can never be the equal of, 
performing whatever tasks the master requires. In return they are fed and given accom- 
modation. This is exact y the arrangement of everyone who does a job they dislike in 
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... What is more one is forced to sit and do nothing all day, 
whereas the unemployed are free to wander around and be nice. 
¢ Angerford & Lea, Thundersqueak 


order to pay the bills. Cis nothing short of mad to take part in the deal that is work: to 
sell yourself into a life of slavery and then hope to carn cnough to buy your freedom 
back. 

Freedom trom slavery has never been easy to achieve, and in the immediate after- 
math it is difficult even to sustain. In the USA, many freed black slaves found that 
they'd been granted the freedom to starve to death, many came to resent their liberation. 
But it was a freedom. We don't have to suffer like that, we are the first civilisation with 
an ethical slavery option. We have machines. If we take the power out of the hands of 
the short-sighted, competing, militaristic few, and instead put the same effort into mak- 
ing technology to eliminate drudgery and suffering, we could all be free to take care of 
ourselves each other. The freedom to be owned by no-one but yourself, the freedom to 
become yourself. 

It is not selfish to want this freedom from work, because it is nota privilege. It is 
absolutely possible for humans to reorganise themselves so that none need be held in 
this slavery ever again, and instead be free to do what they want, to discover what it is 
to be human. This would take less effort than we currently put into ruining our fellow 
humans and our natural environment. The only privilege in this issue is the present priv- 
ilege of those who take the benefits of our labours. We spend oar whole lives working 
only to give the results to someone who has far too much already. We are a society of 
the hungry, busily chewing our food so that we can spit it into the mouths of the gross- 
ly bloated. These overfed overlords tell us that there can be no other way. A hundred 
years ago they’d say that we weren't worthy of this nourishmen.. When we proved that 
wrong, they told us there wouldn’t be enough for everyone, so we were greedy to want 
it (look at those who tell us this!). Now we are realising that this too is a lie. 

For generations we’ve been inventing machines to do the work of more and more 
people in less and less time, in manufacturing, information, services, all industries. 
We’ ve been trying to get free of work, and now it’s beginning t¢ happen. We are on the 
brink of the freedom that is the whole aim of the Industrial Age. Why do we flinch away 
and cling to work that we have no need for? Let's jump at the chance! Let’s embrace 
this opportunity of real freedom. Let’s step off the treadmill with its unchanging view 
and look at the majesty and splendour of this earth. 

We know we have to radically restructure our lives if life as we know it is to sur- 
vive on this planet. This can only be done by getting people to see the bigger picture, to 
start really caring and loving this life and the earth that sustains i’. This, in turn, can only 
be done by assuring people that it’s safe to look beyond themselves. Everyone who's 
ever lived close to the breadline knows that the belly comes be ore the soul, not in the 
scale of values, but in point of time. We have to stop the wastcfulness of competition 
and hierarchy, and give a decent basic standard of living to all. I it is possible to do this 
for everyone, then everyone has a right to it. Material comfort will give us the breath- 
ing space to look around, 
slow down, to stop being 
human machines — and 
rediscover the joy of being 
part of the web of life. 
Maybe the — incredible 
industrial development we 
have seen in the past 200 
years will pull itself back A ne 
from the brink of killing pcg iphone ea I VS CHR MALL [Kea MISSILE 
us all and our co-habi- MURPHY ,CRICKLEWOOD, MARCH (490, THERE ARE NO BAD WORDS - ONLY BAD PEOPLE. 


tants, free us from the self- 


TAKE STUF I: F ROM WORK !-AND GOOF 
OF F ONCOMVANY TIME! —1 WROTE 
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| do not think it is time wasted to be idle, to dream, to play, very much to the contrary, | think. ... 








ishness that treadmill wage slavery has subjected us to, and lead us into an unprece- 


dented age of enlightenment. It is time for us to stop working and start living. 
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DON’T QUIT YOUR JOB. 
JUST SLACK OFF 


Why quit your job and lose a valu- 
able source of G&T money when 
you can carry on getting paid for not 
turning up? 


If you work for a large corporation or 
a government clepartment then 
chances are you ére entitled to time 
off with pay for illness, and it doesn't 
take as great a brain as some of the 
in The Decadent think tank to work 
out that this adds up to MONEY 
FOR NOTHING. : 


Those of you on the Restart hit list at 
the local dole house needn't miss 
out either. Getting ‘sick’ can give you 
a break from queuing up behind the 
sweatiest man in the world or 
assorted jugglers. But beware - 
Incapacity Benefi; is a new crack 
down area for sndopers and minis- 
ters alike. 


So how do you extend this illness 
into huge chunks of paid leisure? 
Well, we recommend a trip to the 
Doc with mystery virus, nausea, 
back pain, tiredness, depression, 
bereavement or a combination of a 
few. Make sure it’s something that 
can't be strictly diagnosed. Keep up 
the pretence and you can spend the 
next few weeks learning how to mix 
a Martini properly. 


If you can get hold of a pad of 
sicknotes then all hail you. Scribble 
down Ergasiophobia (fear of work) 
and amaze your boss. 


Remember you have nothing to 
lose, it’s only a crap job and hyper 
inflation is just round the corner any- 
way. Go go go for medical retire- 
ment. PHONE IN SICK. 


SUBMIT. SUBSCRIBE. SUBVERT 


This is an extract from Tiae Decadent: The journal of Decadent Action, issue 3 (Oct 95). If you wi 
, | . ' wish 
receive the latest issue «f The Decadent then just send them an S.A.E. to the adore belioe and oy 


‘| shall send one your way If you wish to subscribe to this journal then please send 6 stamps for 4 issues 


(which will appear at 2 or 3 month intervals). If you are abroad then send $4 or something decad 

+ . ' . cS t 
Please state which issug you wish your subscription to begin with. All cash, stamps, b fo, Be 
pornography and tales o/ decadence should be sent to: es 


BM DECADENCE, LONDON, WC1N 3XX 








... It may be that the world is not yet arranged for people to live that way - but that does not prove 
that | am wrong. * Henry Miller 
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The Abolition Of Work 


by Bob Black 


“Abolition” originated as a speech at the Gorilla Grotto in San rancisco, an “adult 
play environment,” in February 1981, Proprietor Gary Warne, who later became a 
policeman, has denounced the event as the worst spectacle he's ever staged, and he must 
have meant it since he had his goons beat me up. Intrigued by the posters of the Last 
International [Black's first poster campaign], Warne challenged me to “put your foot 
where your mouth is.” I put it somewhere else. The exclusion of anoisy group of punks 
who, at my instigation, tried to get in without paying, was only one of the evening's 
diversions. 

Five years later I revised and greatly expanded the spiel into the following essay, 
while retaining, | think, much of its feel as a speech. It has pride of place because 1 still 
think, as many of my other texts assert in particular contexts, that work as the most fun- 
damental negation of freedom is an institution that must be addressed, and overcome, 
by anyone pretending to have an interest in liberty. Anyone who ignores or evades the 
issue of work itself may well be a “libertarian ” (or for that matter a Marxist) but he is 
no libertarian. 


No one should ever work. 

Work is the source of nearly all the misery in the world. Almost any evil you'd 
care to name comes from working or from living in a world desig ied for work. In order 
to stop suffering, we have to stop working. 

That doesn’t mean we have to stop doing things. It means creating a new way of 
life based on play; in other words, a ludic revolution. By “play” I mean also festivity, 
creativity, conviviality, commensality, and maybe even art, There is more to play than 
child’s play, as worthy as that is. I call fora collective adventure in generalized joy and 
freely interdependent exuberance. Play isn’t passive. Doubtless we all need a lot more 
time for sheer sloth and slack than we ever enjoy now, regardless of income or occupa- 
tion, but once recovered from employment-induced exhaustion nearly all of us want to 
act. Oblomovism and Stakhanovism are two sides of the same dcbased coin. 

The ludic life is totally incompatible with existing reality. So much the worse for 
“reality,” the gravity hole that sucks the vitality from the little in life that still distin- 
guishes it from mere survival. Curiously—or maybe not—all the old ideologies are con- 
servative because they believe in work. Some of them, like Marxism and most brands 
of anarchism, believe in work all the more fiercely because they helieve in so little else. 

Liberals say we should end employment discrimination. | say we should end 
employment. Conservatives support right-to-work laws. Following Karl Marx’s way- 
ward son-in-law Paul Lafargue I support the right to be lazy. Lef ists favor full employ- 
ment. Like the surrealists—except that I’m not kidding—I favor full unemployment. 
Trotskyists agitate for permanent revolution. I agitate for permanent revelry. But if all 
the ideologues (as they do) advocate work—and not only because they plan to make 
other people do theirs—they are strangely reluctant to say so. ‘They will carry on end- 
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lessly about wages, hours, working conditions, exploitation, productivity, profitability. 
They'll gladly talk abou. anything but work itself. These experts who offer to do our 
thinking for us rarely share their conclusions about work, for all its saliency in the lives 
of all of us. Among themselves they quibble over the details. Unions and management 
agree that we ought to sell the time of our lives in exchange for survival, although they 
haggle over the price. Marxists think we should be bossed by bureaucrats. Libertarians 
think we should be bossed by businessmen. Feminists don’t care which form bossing 
takes so long as the bosses are women. Clearly these ideology-mongers have serious dif- 
ferences over how to divvy up the spoils of power. Just as clearly, none of them have 
any objection to power #s such and all of them want to keep us working. 

You may be woncering if I’m joking or serious. Pm joking and serious. To be 
ludic is not to be ludicrous. Play doesn’t have to be frivolous, although frivolity isn’t 
triviality: very often we ought to take frivolity scriously. I'd like life to be a game—but 
a game with high stakes I want to play for keeps. : 

The alternative to work isn’t just idleness. To be ludic is not to be quaaludic. As 
much as I treasure the p'easure of torpor, it’s never more rewarding than when it punc- 
tuates other pleasures ard pastimes. Not am I promoting the managed time-disciplined 
safety-valve called “leisure”, far from it. Leisure is nonwork for the sake of work. 
Leisure is the time spent recovering from work and in the frenzied but hopeless attempt 
to forget about work. Many people return from vacation so beat that they look forward 
to returning to work so they can rest up. The main difference between work and leisure 
is that at work at least you get paid for your alienation and enervation. 

1am not playing definitional games with anybody. When I say I want to abolish 
work, I mean just what I say, but I want to say what I mean by defining my terms in 
non-idiosyncratic ways. My minimum definition of work is forced labour, that is, com- 
pulsory production. Both elements are essential. Work is production enforced by eco- 
nomic or political means, by the carrot or the stick. (The carrot is just the stick by other 
means.) But not all creztion is work. Work is never done for its own sake, it’s done on 
account of some product or output that the worker (or, more often, somebody else) gets 
out of it. This is what work necessarily is. To define it is to despise it. But work is usu- 
ally even worse than its definition decrees. The dynamic of domination intrinsic to work 
tends over time towards elaboration. In advanced work-riddled societies, including all 
industrial societies whether capitalist or “Communist,” work invariably acquires other 
attributes which accentuate its obnoxiousness. 

Usually—and this is even more true in “Communist” than capitalist countrics, 
where the state is almost the only employer and everyone is an employee—work is 
employment, i.e., wage-labor, which means selling yourself on the installment plan. 
Thus 95% of Americans who work, work for somebody (or something) else. In the 
USSR or Cuba or Yugoslavia or any other alternative model which might be adduced, 
the corresponding figure approaches 100%. Only the embattled Third World peasant 
bastions—Mexico, India, Brazil, Turkey—temporarily sheller significant. concentra- 
tions of agriculturalists who perpetuate the traditional arrangement of most laborers in 
the last several millenria, the payment of taxes (=ransom) to the stale or rent to para- 
sitic landlords in returr for being otherwise left alone. Even this raw deal is beginning 








to look good. All industrial (and office) workers are employees and under the sort of 


surveillance which ens ares servility. 

But modern work has worse implications. People don’t just work, they have 
“jobs.” One person docs one productive task all the time on an or-else basis. Even if the 
task has a quantum of i/trinsic interest (as increasingly many jobs don’t) they monotony 
of its obligatory exclusivity drains its ludic potential. A “job” that might engage the 
energies of some people, for a reasonably limited time, for the fun of it, is justa burden 








Every ordinary man has tasted the paradises of play in his own childhood. Underneath the habits of 
} work in every man lies the immortal instinct for play. ... 


on those who have to do it for forty hours a week with no say in jow it should be done, 
for the profit of owners who contribute nothing to the project, and with no opportunity 
for sharing tasks or spreading the work among those who actually have to do it, This is 
the real world of work: a world of bureaucratic blundering, of Sexual harassment and 
discrimination, of bonehead bosses exploiting and scapegoating subordinates who—by 
any rational-technical criteria—should be calling the shots. But capitalism in the real 
world subordinates the rational maximization of productivity and profit to the exigen- 
cies of organizational control, 

The degradation which most workers experience on the job is the sum of assort- 
ed indignities which can be denominated as “discipline.” Foucault has complexified this 
phenomenon but it is simple enough. Discipline consists of the, totality of totalitarian 
controls at the workplace—surveillance, rotework, imposed work tempos, production 
quotas, punching in- and out-, etc. Discipline is what the factory and the office and the 
store share with the prison and the school and the mental hospital. [Cis something his- 
torically original and horrible. It was beyond the capacities of such demonic dictators of 
yore as Nero and Genghis Khan and Ivan the ‘Terrible. For all their bad intentions they 
just didn’t have the machinery to control their subjects as thoroughly as modern despots 
do. Discipline is the distinctively modern mode of control, it is an innovative intrusion 
which must be interdicted at the earliest opportunity. 

Such is “work.” Play is just the opposite. Play is always voluntary. What might 
otherwise be play is work if it’s forced. This is axiomatic. Bernie de Koven has defined 
play as the “suspension of consequences.” This is unacceptable if it implies that play is 
inconsequential. The point is not that play is without consequences. This is to demean 
play. The point is that the consequences, if any, are gratuitous. "laying and giving are 
closely related, they are the behavioural and transactional facets of the same impulse, 
the play-instinct. They share an aristocratic disdain for results. The player gets some- 
thing out of playing; that’s why he plays. But the core rewards is the experience of the 
activity itself (whatever it is). Some otherwise attentive students of play, like Johan 
Huizinga (Homo Ludens), define it as game-playing or following rules. 1 respect 
Huizinga’s erudition but emphatically reject his constraints. There are many good games 
(chess, baseball, Monopoly, bridge) which are rule-governed but there is much more to 
play than game-playing. Conversation, sex, dancing, travel—these practices aren’t rule- 
governed, but they are surely play if anything is. And rules can be played with at least 
as readily as anything else. 

Work makes a mockery of freedom. The official line is thal we all have rights and 
live in a democracy. Other unfortunates who aren’t free like we are have to live in police 
states. These victims obey orders or-else, no matter how arbitrary. The authorities keep 
them under regular surveillance. State bureaucrats control ever the smaller details of 
everyday life. The officials who push them around are answeraole only to higher-ups, 
public or private. Either way, dissent and disobedience are punished. Informers report 
regularly to the authorities. All this is supposed to be a very bad thing. 

And so it is, although it is nothing but a description of the modern workplace. The 
liberals and conservatives and libertarians who lament totalitarianism are phonies and 
hypocrites. There is more freedom in any moderately de-Stalinized dictatorship than 
there is in the ordinary American workplace. You find the same sort of hierarchy and 
discipline in an office or factory as you do ina prison or monastery, In fact, as Foucault 
and others have shown, prisons and factories came in at about the same time, and their 
operators consciously borrowed from each other's control techniques. A worker is a 
part-time slave. The boss says when to show up, when to leave and what to do in the 
meantime. He tells you how much work to do and how fast. Hes free to carry his con- 
trol to humiliating extremes, regulating, if he feels like it, the clothes you wear or how 
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often you go to the bathroom. With a few exceptions he can fire you for any reason, oF 
no reason. He has you spied on by snitches and supervisors, he amasses a dossier on 
every employee. Talking back is called “insubordination,” just as if the worker is a 
naughty child, and it not only gets you fired, it disqualifies you for unemployment com- 
pensation. Without necessarily endorsing it for them either, it is noteworthy that chil- 
dren at home and in schvol receive much the same treatment, justified in their case by 
their supposed immatur ty. What does this say about their parents and teachers who 
work? 

The demeaning system of domination I’ve described rules over half the waking 
hours of a majority of women and the vast majority of men for decades, for most of their 
lifespans. For certain purposes it’s not too misleading to call our system democracy or 
capitalism or—better still—industrialism, but its real names are factory fascism and 
office oligarchy. Anybody who says these people are “free” is lying or stupid. You are 
what you do. If you do boring, stupid monotonous work, chances are you'll end up bor- 
ing, stupid and monoto ious. Work is a much better explanation for the creeping cre- 
tinization all around us than even such significant moronizing mechanisms as television 
and education. People who are regimented all their lives, handed off to work from 
school and bracketed by the family in the beginning and the nursing home at the end, 
are habituated to hierar:shy and psychologically enslaved. Their aptitude for autonomy 
is so atrophied that their fear of freedom is among their few rationally grounded pho- 
bias. Their obedience training at work carries over into the families they start, thus 
reproducing the system in more ways than one, and into politics, culture and everything 
else. Once you drain the vitality from people at work, they’ Il likely submit to hierarchy 
and expertise in everything. They’re used to it. 

We are so close to the world of work that we can’t see what it does to us. We have 
to rely on outside observers from other times or other cultures to appreciate the extrem- 
ity and the pathology of our present position. There was a time in our own past when 
the “work ethic” would have been incomprehensible, and perhaps Weber was on to 
something when he tied its appearance to a religion, Calvinism, which if it emerged 
today instead of four centuries ago would immediately and appropriately be labeled a 
cult. Be that as it may, we have only to draw upon the wisdom of antiquity to put work 
in perspective. The arcients saw work for what it is, and their view prevailed, the 
Calvinist cranks notw thstanding, until overthrown by industrialism—but not before 
receiving the endorsement of it prophets. 

Let’s pretend for a moment that work doesn’t turn people into stultified submis- 
sives. Let’s pretend, in defiance of any plausible psychology and the ideology of its 
boosters, that it has no'effect on the formation of character. And let’s pretend that work 
isn’t as boring and tiring and humiliating as we all know it really is. Even then, work 
would still make a mcckery of all humanistic and democratic aspirations, just because 
it usurps so much of our time. Socrates said that manual labourers make bad friends and 
bad citizens because they have no time to fulfill the responsibilities of friendship and 
citizenship. He was right. Because of work, no matter what we do we kecp looking at 
our watches. The only thing “free” about so-called free time is that it doesn’t cost the 
boss anything. Free time is mostly devoted to getting ready for work, going to work, 
returning from work, and recovering from work. Free time is a euphemism for the pecu- 
liar way labor as a factor of production not only transports itself at its own expense to 
and from the workplace but assumes primary responsibility for its own maintenance and 
repair. Coal and steel’ don’t do that, Lathes and typewriters don’t do that. But workers 
do. No wonder Edward G. Robinson in one of his gangster movies exclaimed, “Work ts 

for saps!” \ 

Both Plato and: Xenophon attribute to Socrates and obviously share with him an 
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awareness of the destructive effects of work on the worker as a citizen and as a human 
being. Herodotus identified contempt for work as an attribute of the classical Greeks at 
the zenith of their culture. To take only one Roman example, Cicero said that “whoev- 
er gives his labor for money sells himself and puts himself in the rank of slaves.” His 
candor is now rare, but contemporary primitive societies which we are wont to look 
down upon have provided spokesmen who have enlightened Western anthropologists. 
The Kapauku of West Irian, according to Posposil, have a conception of balance in life 
and accordingly work only every other day, the day of rest designed “to regain the lost 
power and health.” Our ancestors, even as late as the eighteenth century when they were 
far along the path to our present predicament, at least were aware of what we have for- 
gotten, the underside of industrialization. The religious devotion to “St. Monday”—thus 
establishing a de facto five-day week 150-200 years before its legal consecration—was 
the despair of the earliest factory owners. They took a long time in submitting to the 
tyranny of the bell, predecessor of the time clock. In fact it was necessary fora genera- 
tion or two to replace adult males with women accustomed to obedience and children 
who could be molded to fit industrial needs. Even the exploited peasants of the ancien 
regime wrested substantial time back from their landlords’ work. According to 
Lafargue, a fourth of the French peasants’ calendar was devoted to Sundays and holi- 
days, and Chayanov’s figures from villages in Czarist Russia—-hardly a progressive 
society—likewise show a fourth or fifth of peasants’ days devoted to repose. Controlling 
for productivity, we are obviously far behind these backward sccieties. The exploited 
muzhiks would wonder why any of us are working at all. So shold we. 

‘To grasp the full enormity of our deterioration, however, consider the earliest con- 
dition of humanity, without government or property, when we wandered as hunter-gath- 
erers. Hobbes surmised that life was then nasty, brutish and short. Others assume that 
life was a desperate unremitting struggle for subsistence, a war waged against a harsh 
Nature with death and disaster awaiting the unlucky or anyone who was unequal to the 
challenge of the struggle for existence. Actually, that was all a projection of fears for the 
collapse of government authority over communities unaccustomed to doing without it, 
like the England of Hobbes during the Civil War. Hobbes’ compatriots had already 
encountered alternative forms of society which illustrated other ways of life—in North 
America, particularly—but already these were too remote from their experience to be 
understandable. (The lower orders, closer to the condition of the Indians, understood it 
better and often found it attractive. Throughout the seventeenth century, English settlers 
defected to Indian tribes or, captured in war, refused to return. But the Indians no more 
defected to white settlements than Germans climb the Berlin Wall from the west.) The 
“survival of the fittest” version—the Thomas Huxley version—ol Darwinism was a bet- 
ter account of economic conditions in Victorian England than it was of natural selection, 
as the anarchist Kropotkin showed in his book Mutual Aid, /\ Factor of Evolution. 
(Kropotkin was a scientist—a geographer—who'd had ample involuntary opportunity 
for fieldwork whilst exiled in Siberia: he knew what he was talking about.) Like most 
social and political theory, the story Hobbes and his successors told was really unac- 
knowledged autobiography. 

The anthropologist Marshall Sahlins, surveying the data o1 contemporary hunter- 
gatherers, exploded the Hobbesian myth in an article entitled “The Original Affluent 
Society.” They work a lot less than we do, and their work is hard to distinguish from 
what regard as play. Sahlins concluded that “hunters and gatherers work less than we 
do: and, rather than a continuous travail, the food quest is intermittent, leisure abundant, 
and there is a greater amount of sleep in the daytime per capita per year than in any other 
condition of society.” They worked an average of four hours a day, assuming they were 
“working” at all. Their “labor,” as it appears to us, was skillec labor which exercised 
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their physical and intellectual capacities; unskilled labor on any large scale, as Sahlins 
says, is impossible except under industrialism. Thus it satisfied Friedrich Schiller’s def- 
inition of play, the only occasion on which man realized his twofold nature, thinking and 
fecling. As he put it: “The animal works when deprivation is the mainspring of its activ- 
ity, and it plays when the fullness of its strength is this mainspring, when superabundant 
life is its own stimulus .o activity.” (A modern version—dubiously developmental—is 
Abraham Maslow’s counterposition of “deficiency” and “growth” motivation.) Play and 
{freedom are, as regards production, coextensive. Even Marx, who belongs (for all his 
good intentions) in the productivist pantheon, observed that “the realm of freedom docs 
hot commence until the point is passed where labor under the compulsion of necessity 
and external utility is required.” He never could quite bring himself to identify this 
happy circumstance as what it is, the abolition of work—it’s rather anomalous, after all, 
to be pro-worker and ar ti-work—but we can. 

The aspiration to go backwards or forwards to a life without work is evident in 
every serious social or cultural history of pre-industrial, among them M. Dorothy 
George’s England in Transition and Peter Burke’s Popular Culture in Early Modern 
Europe. Also pertinent is Daniel Bell’s essay, “Work and Its Discontents,” the first text, 
1 believe, to refer to the “revolt against work” in so many words and, had it been under- 
stood, an important correction to the complacency ordinarily associated with the volume 
in which it was collected, The End of Ideology. Neither critics nor celebrants have 
noticed that Bell’s end-of-ideology thesis signalled not the end of social unrest but the 
beginning of a new, uncharted phase unconstrained and uninformed by ideology. It was 
Seymour Lipset (in Political Man), not Bell, who announced at the same time that “the 
fundamental problems of the Industrial Revolution have been solved,” only a few years 
before the post- or met: -industrial discontents of college students drove Lipset from UC 
Berkeley to the relative (and temporary ) tranquillity of Harvard. 

As Bell notes, Adam Smith in The Wealth of Nations, for all his enthusiasm for 
the market and the division of labor, was more alert to (and more honest about) the 
seamy side of work than Ayn Rand or the Chicago economists or any of Smith's mod- 
ern epigonies. As Smith observed: “The understandings of the greater part of men are 
necessarily formed by their ordinary employments. The man whose life is spent in per- 
forming a few simple cperations... has no occasion to exert his understanding... He gen- 
erally becomes as stup d and ignorant as itis possible for a human creature to become.” 
Here, in a few blunt words, is my critique of work. Bell, writing in 1956, the Golden 
Age of Eisenhower irtbecility and American self-satisfaction, identified the unorga- 
nized, unorganizable ralaise of the 1970's and since, the one no political tendency is 
able to harness, the one identified in HEW’s report Work in America, the onc which can- 
not be exploited and so is ignored. That problem is the revolt against work. It does not 
figure in any text by any laissez-faire economist—Milton Friedman, Murray Rothbard, 
Richard Posner—because, in their terms, as they used to say on Star Trek, “it does not 
compute.” 


If these objections, informed by the love of liberty, fail to persuade humanists of 


a utilitarian or even paternalist turn, there are others which they cannot disregard. Work 
is hazardous to your health, to borrow a book title. In fact, work is mass murder or geno- 
cide. Directly or indirectly, work will kill most of the people who read these words. 
Between 14,000 and 25,000 workers are killed annually in this country on the job, Over 
(wo million are disabled. ‘Twenty to twenty-five million are injured every year. And 
these figures are based on a very conservative estimation of what constitutes a work- 
related injury. Thus thy don’t count the half million cases of occupational discase every 
year. I looked at one medical textbook on occupational diseases which was 1,200 pages 
long. Even this barely! scratches the surface. The available statistics count the obvious 
, 
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cases like the 100,000 miners who have black lung disease, of whom 4,000 die every 
year, a much higher fatality rate than for AIDS, for instance, whigh gets so much media 
attention. This reflects the unvoiced assumption that AIDS afflicts perverts who could 
control their depravity whereas coal-mining is a sacrosanct activity beyond question. 
What the statistics don’t show is that tens of millions of people have their lifespans 
shortened by work—which is all homicide means, after all. Consider the doctors who 
work themselves to death in their 50’s. Consider all the other workaholics. 

Even if you aren’t killed or crippled while actually working, you very well might 
be while trying to go to work, looking for work, or trying to forget about work. The vast 
majority of victims of the automobile are either doing one of. these work-obligatory 
activities or else fall afoul of those who do them. To this augmented body-count must 
be added the victims of auto-industrial pollution and work-induced alcoholism and drug 
addiction. Both cancer and heart disease are modern afflictions normally traceable, 
directly or indirectly, to work. 

Work, then, institutionalizes homicide as a way of |ife. People think the 
Cambodians were crazy for exterminating themselves, but are we any different? The Pol 
Pot regime at least had a vision, however blurred, of an egalitari yn socicty. We kill peo- 
ple in the six-figure range (at least) in order to sell Big Macs and Cadillacs to the sur- 
vivors. Our forty or fifty thousand annual highway fatalities are victims, not martyrs. 
They died for nothing—or rather, they died for work. But work is nothing to die for. 

Bad news for liberals: regulatory tinkering is useless in this life-and-death con- 
text. The federal Occupational Safety and Health Administration was designed to police 
the core part of the problem, workplace safety. Even before Reagan and the Supreme 
Court stifled it, OSHA was a farce. At previous and (by current standards) gencrous 
Carter-era funding levels, a workplace could expect a random visit from an OSHA 
inspector once every 46 years. 
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State control of the economy is no solution. \ ij anything, more dangerous 


in the state-socialist cour tries than it is here. Thous: iXussian workers were killed 
or injured building the Moscow subway. Stories 1 ate about covered-up Sovict 
nuclear disasters which make Times Beach and Thre: (sland look like elementary- 


school air-raid drills. On the other hand, deregulation, currently fashionable, won’t help 
and will probably hurt. From a health and safety standpoint, among others, work was at 
its worst in the days when the economy most closely approximated laissez-faire. 
Historians like Eugene Genovese have argued persuasively that—as antebellum slavery 
apologists insisted—facitory wage-workers in the Northern American states and in 
Europe were worse off tian Southern plantation slaves. No rearrangement of relations 
among bureaucrats and businessmen seems to make much difference at the point of pro- 
duction. Serious enforce nent of even the rather vague standards enforceable in theory 
by OSHA would probab y bring the economy to a standstill. The enforcers apparently 
appreciate this, since they don’t even try to crack down on most malefactors. 

What I’ve said so far ought not to be controversial. Many workers are fed up with 
work. There are high anc rising rates of absenteeism, turnover, employee theft and sab- 
otage, wildcat strikes, ard overall goldbricking on the job. There may be some move- 
ment toward a conscious and not just visceral rejection of work. And yet the prevalent 
feeling, universal among bosses and their agents and also widespread among workers 
themselves is that work itself is inevitable and necessary. 

I disagree. It is now possible to abolish work and replace it, insofar as it serves 
useful purposes, with a multitude of new kinds of free activities. To abolish work 
requires going at it from two directions, quantitative and qualitative. On the one hand, 
one the quantitative side we have to cut down massively on the amount of work being 
done. At present most work is useless or worse and we should simply get rid of it. On 
the other hand—and I think this is the crux of the matter and the revolutionary new 
departure—we have to take what useful work remains and transform it into a pleasing 
variety of game-like ancl craft-like pastimes, indistinguishable from other pleasurable 
pastimes, except that they happen to yield useful end-products. Surely that shouldn’t 
make them less enticing to do. Then all the artificial barriers of power and property 
could come down. Creation could become recreation. And we could all stop being afraid 
of each other. 

I don’t suggest tha’. most work is salvageable in this way. But then most work isn’t 
worth trying to save. Orly a small and diminishing fraction of work serves any useful 
purpose independent of ihe defense and reproduction of the work-system and its politi- 
cal and legal appendages. Twenty years ago, Paul and Percival Goodman estimated that 
just five percent of the work then being done—presumably the figure, if accurate, is 
now lower—would satisfy our minimal needs for food, clothing and shelter. Theirs was 
only an educated*guess‘but the main point is quite clear: directly or indirectly, most 
work serves the unproductive purposes of commerce or social control. Right off the bat 
we can liberate tens of ‘millions of salesmen, soldiers, managers, cops, stockbrokers, 
clergymen, bankers, lavyyers, landlords, security guards, ad-men and everyone who 
works for them. There is a snowball effect since every time you idle some bigshot you 
liberate his flunkeys and underlings also. Thus the economy implodes. 

Forty percent of ihe workforce are white-collar workers, most of whom have 
some of the most tedious and idiotic jobs ever concocted. Entire industries, insurance 
and banking and real estate for instance, consist of nothing but useless paper-shulfling. 
It is no accident that the “tertiary sector,” the service sector, is growing while the “sec- 
ondary sector” (industry) stagnates and the “primary sector” (agriculture) nearly disap- 
pears. Because work is unnecessary except to those whose power it secures, workers are 
shifted from relatively useful to relatively uscless occupations as a measure to ensure 
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TOXTETH RIOTS, ENGLA ND, 1981. During a lull in the action, a leftist militant climbs on to a box and 
addresses the crowd on the subject of the coming utopia. . 


public order. Anything ts better than nothing. ‘That's why you can't go home just because 
you finish early. They want your time, enough of it to make you theirs, even if they have 
no use for most of it. Otherwise why hasn’t the average work weck gone down by more 
than a few minutes in the last fifty years? 

Next we can take a meat-cleaver to production work itself. No more war produc- 
tion, nuclear power, junk food, feminine hygiene deodorant—and above all, no more 
auto industry to speak of. An occasional Stanley Steamer or Model-T might be all right. 
but the auto-croticism on which such pestholes as Detroit and Los Angeles depend is out 
of the question. Already, without even trying, we've virtually solved the energy crisis. 
the environmental crisis and assorted other insoluble social problems. 

Finally, we must do away with far and away the largest occupation, the one with 
the longest hours, the lowest pay and some of the most tedious tasks around. I refer to 
housewives doing housework and child-rearing. By abolishing wage-labor and achiev- 
ing full unemployment we undermine the sexual division of labor. The nuclear family 
as we know it is an inevitable adaptation to the division of labor imposed by modern 
wage-work. Like it or not, as things have been for the last century or two it is econom- 
ically rational for the man to bring home the bacon, for the woman to do the shitwork 
to provide him with a haven in a heartless world, and for the children to be marched off 
to youth concentration camps called “schools,” primarily to keep them out of Mom’s 
hair but still under control, but incidentally to acquire the habits of obedience and punc- 
tuality so necessary for workers. If you would be rid of patriarchy, get rid of the nucle- 
ar family whose unpaid “shadow work,” as Ivan Illich says, makes possible the work- 
system that makes it necessary. Bound up with this no-nukes strategy is the abolition of 
childhood and the closing of the schools. There are more full-time students than full- 
time workers in this country. We need children as teachers, not students. They have a lot 
to contribute to the ludic revolution because they’re better at playing than grown-ups 
are. Adults and children are not identical but they will become equal through interde- 
pendence. Only play can bridge the generation gap. 

I haven't as yet even mentioned the possibility of cutting way down on the little 
work that remains by automating and cybernizing it. All the scientists and engineers and 
technicians freed from bothering with war research and planned obsolescence should 
have a good time devising means to eliminate fatigue and tedium and danger from activ- 


‘ities like mining. Undoubtedly they'll find other projects to amuse themselves with. 


Perhaps they'll set up world-wide all-inclusive multi-media communications systems or 
found space colonies. Perhaps. | myself am no gadget freak. | wouldn't care to live ina 
pushbutton paradise. | don’t want robot slaves to do everything; | want to do things 
myself. There is, I think, a place for labor-saving technology, but a modest place. The 
historical and pre-historical record is not encouraging. When productive technology 
went from hunting-gathering to agriculture and on to industry, work increased while 
skills and self-determination diminished. The further evolution of industrialism has 
accentuated what Harry Braverman called the degradation of work. Intelligent observers 
have always been aware of this. John Stuart Mill wrote that all the labor-saving inven- 
lions ever devised haven't saved a moment's labor. Karl Marx wrote that “it would be 
possible to write a history of the inventions, made since 1830, for the sole purpose of 
supplying caps with weapons against the revolts of the working class.” The enthusi- 
Saint-Simon, Comte, Lenin, B.F. Skinner—have always been 
unabashed authoritarians also; which is to say, technocrats. We should be more than 
sceptical about the promises of the computer mystics. They work like dogs; chances are, 
if they have their way, so will the restof us. But if they have any particularized contri- 
butions more readily subordinated to human purposes than the run of high tech, let's 
give them a hearing. 
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... Her promise that there will be jobs for all is met with derisory laughter from a group of 
young rioters. ... 


What I really want to see is work turned into play. A first step ts to discard the 
notions of a “job” and an “occupation.” Even activities that already have some ludic 
content lose most of it by being reduced to jobs which certain people, and only those 
people, are forced to do to the exclusion of all else. Is it not odd that farm workers toil 
painfully in the fields while their air-conditioned masters go home every weekend and 
putter about in their gardens? Under a system of permanent revelry, we will witness the 
Golden Age of the dilettante which will put the Renaissance to shame. There won't be 
any more jobs, just things to do and people to do them. 

The secret of turning work into play, as Charles Fourier demonstrated, is to 
arrange useful activities to take advantage of whatever it is that various people at ari 
ous times in fact enjoy doing. ‘To make it possible for some people to do the things they 
could enjoy it will be enough just4o eradicate the irrationalities and distortions which 
afflict these activities when they are reduced to work. I, for instance, would enjoy doing 
some (not too much) teaching, but I don’t want coerced students and I don’t care to suck 
up to pathetic pedants for tenure. 

Second, there are some things that people like to do from time to time, but not for 
too long, and certainly not all the time. You might enjoy baby-sitting for a few hours in 
order to share the company of kids, but not as much as their parents do. The parents 
meanwhile, profoundly appreciate the time to themselves that you free up for them, 
although they’d get fretful if parted from their progeny for too long. These differences 
among individuals are what make a life of free play possible. The same principle applies 
to many other areas of activity, especially the primal ones. Thus, many people enjoy 
cooking when they can practice it seriously at their Icisure, but not when they're just 
fuelling up human bodies for work. 

Third—other things being equal—some things that are unsatisfying if done by 
yourself or in unpleasant surroundings or at the orders of an overlord are enjoyable, at 
least for a while, if these circumstances are changed. This is probably truc, to some 
extent, of all work. People deploy their otherwise wasted ingenuity to make a game of 
the least inviting drudge-jobs as best they can. Activities that appeal to some people 
don’t always appeal to all others, but everyone at least potentially has a variety of inter- 
ests and an interest in variety. As the saying goes, “anything once.” Fourier was the mas- 
ter at speculating how aberrant and perverse penchants could be put to use in post-civ- 
ilized society, what he called Harmony. He thought the Emperor Nero would have 
turned out all right if as a child he could have indulged his taste for bloodshed by work- 
ing in a slaughterhouse. Small children who notoriously relish wallowing in filth could 
be organized in “Little Hordes” to clean toilets and empty the garbage, with medals 
awarded to the outstanding. | am not arguing for these precise examples but for the 
underlying principle, which I think makes perfect sense as one dimension of an overall 
revolutionary transformation. Bear in mind that we don’t have to take today’s work just 
as we find it and match it up with the proper people, some of whom would have to be 
perverse indeed. If technology has a role in all this it is less to automate work out of 
existence than to open up new realms for re/creation. To some extent we may want to 
return to handicrafts, which William Morris considered a probable and desirable upshot 
of communist revolution. Art would be taken back form the snobs and collectors, abol- 
ished as a specialized department catering to an clite audience, and its qualities of beau- 
ty and creation restored to integral life from which they were stolen by work. IUs a 
sobering thought that the Grecian urns we write odes about and showcase in museums 
were used in their own time to store olive oil. I doubt our everyday artifacts will fare as 
well in the future, if there is one. The point is that there’s no such thing as progress in 
the world of work; if anything, it’s just the opposite. We shouldn’t hesitate to pilfer the 
past for what it has to offer, the ancients lose nothing yet we are enriched. 
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... As the speaker details other reforms, the group begins a aca chant: "Bigger cages, longer 
chains! Bigger cages, longer chains!". * Spectacular Times 


The reinvention of daily life means marching off the edge of our maps. There is, 
it is true, more suggestive speculation than most people suspect. Besides Fourier and 
Morris—and even a hint, here and there, in Marx—there are the writings of Kropotkin, 
the syndicalists Pataud and Pouget, anarcho-communists old (Berkman) and new 
(Bookchin). ‘The Goodman brothers’ Communitas is exemplary for illustrating what 
forms follow from given functions (purposes), and there is something to be gleaned 
from the often hazy heralds of alternative/appropriate/intermediate/convivial technolo- 
gy, like Schumacher and especially Illich, once you disconnect their fog machines. The 
situationists—as represented by Vancigem’s Revolution of Everyday Life and in the 
Situationist International Anthology—are so ruthlessly lucid as to be exhilarating, even 
if they never did quite square the endorsement of the rule of the workers’ councils with 
the abolition of work. Better their incongruity, though, than any extant version of lelt- 
ism, whose devotees look to be the last champions of work, for if there were no work 
there would be no workers, and without workers, who would the Ieft have to organize? 

So the abolitionists would be largely on their own. No one can say what would 
result from unleashing the creative power stultified by work. Anything can happen. The 
tiresome debater’s problem of freedom vs. necessity, with its theological overtones, 
resolves itself practically once the production of use-values is coextensive with the con- 
sumption of delightful play-activity. 

Life will become a game, or rather many games, but not—as it is now—a 
zero/sum game. An optimal sexual encounter is the paradigm of productive play. The 
participants potentiate each other's pleasures, nobody keeps score, and everybody wins. 
‘The more you give, the more you get. In the ludic life, the best of sex will diffuse into 
the better part of daily life. Generalized play leads to the libidinization of life. Sex, in 
turn, can become less urgent and desperate, more playful. If we play our cards right, we 
can all get more out of life than we put into it, but only if we play for keeps. 

No one should ever work. Workers of the world... relax! 
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Was she told when she was young that pain would lead to pleasure? 
Did she understand it when they said ... 








Notes From Office Britain 


by Samuel Lawson 


- Are my perceptions sharpening, heightened by some mantra-like quality of repetitive 
typing work and the glare of monitors and strip lights? Or is it just that the faces around 
Here have been hardened and rigidified into easily-spotted emotional responses to the 
world? A woman from (in)Human Resources (employces = coal) just around the corner 
walks past every now and then, and it amazes me more each time how set her basic 
expression is. She often trics to soften her harsh white neck with a flowing pastel- 
coloured piece of silky material tied around, but it only contrasts and heightens. Maybe 
that’s the point—there is a curious allure to her demeanour. But any attraction I feel is 
usually burst by an aching flash that tries to imagine and conjure up the feelings in her 
past that have led to her face being so stone-cold sculptured. Projection plays its part 
here, no doubt. But I can’t help noticing the obviousness of all the varied masks worn 
around here. A woman working across the desk in Facilities has a very similar rigidity, 
but her set reaction to the world seems to be turned more inward. She seems painfully 
timid, and there’s a perpetually wounded undercurrent to her. | can’t imagine her belly- 
laughing, which is sad. Only Debbie, who sits next to me (separated by the oh-so pleas- 
antly dark pink neck-high partitions), comes across more hopefully, constantly bubbling 
with girlish enthusiasm. Her nasal Yorkshire cry of “Y’alright?” to everyone who walks 
past is only occasionally unendearing. She’s bright and shining, despite the beginnings 
of strained wrinkles around her eyes and mouth, and her commitment to her work scems 
strangely inspiring (1 usually find that secing a commitment to nine to five rituals 
inspires only hollow despair). 

Aside from the masks that people try to pass off as faces, there are also the masks 
that are worn as a specific reaction to the utterly weird, unnatural situation of office 
work. Vast amounts of people of differing interests, wills, — 
social classes, ambitions, needs and desires, thrown 
together under the tenuously homogenizing umbrella of 
Corporate Image—‘“teamwork”, “people are our great- 
estasset’, “one vision”, and the insubstantial carrot-on- 
a-stick of internal prize-giving (“We did it! We col- 
lected a million pounds in credit payments!”). The 
masks are worn, the roles are played, so the corporate 
mechanisms can continue to buzz and whirr. In fact, I 
often think of this as an acting job. I’m paid to come in 
here and play a role, audience and co-stars being the < 

- same people. When I go for a dump and lock the cubicle 
door, | always get the sensation of stepping off-stage. But... 
the disguises are never air-tight, and the escaping emotional 
gases either filter out through office gossip and back-stabbing, or get turned within to 
plague the body and nerves. 

My boss is a friendly enough guy, even if his apparent air-tightness is unnerving. 
We occasionally share a mild bout of humour in reference to some difficulty in the lat- 
est document that needs infinite amendments, and he’s been known to show interest in 
my life outside work. But one evening, after we had both stayed behind an hour late to 
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... That a man must break his back to earn his day of leisure? 
Will she still believe it when he's dead? ¢ The Beatles, Girl 


finish a particular document, we ended up walking out of the building at the same ume. 
I could feel that thin crust of a role | wear in work flaking off as we n eared the door, and 
we barely exchanged a word. Outside, greeted by a view of Leeds’ cityscape crowned 
by a rich and glorious sunset, we parted. He didn’t even look at me when he muttered 
goodbye. It doesn’t make me sad in the slightest. What does make me sad is that such a 
vast amount of people are forced to invest their time and their energy in fashioning 
masks so they can just get along with people they wouldn't even think of interacting 
with in everyday life. And that this paper-thin, toxic and soul-sapping illusion of tran- 
scendence of boundaries experienced in office work is perhaps the only taste of tran- 
scendence many people have. | live in a culture where two men share laughter under 
strip-lights and over a plastic desk, but shrink into entirely different worlds before the 
beauty of the sun sinking into the earth. 


te eeee,, 
te, 





- At the opposite end of this vast open-plan C-shaped office, there’s a big glass case. 
Inside, together with a wooden shield studded with smaller silver shields, is an ornate 
golden chalice. I’ve just been down there, surreptitiously stopping for a peep to remind 
me on the way to the toilets at the other end of the building. Underneath the chalice, 
floridly engraved on a plaque, Is: 


1994 
The Holy Grail of Excellence 
Awarded to Sir Bernard Crooks 
and his Valiant Operations Team. 


‘Excellence’ is a key word in corporate word-image jargon. | thought Stephen Fry and 
Hugh Laurie were making tt all up when they did their Rhodes Boyson piss-take. Both 
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See how the lilies of the field grow ... 





of them as rosy-cheeked, lamb-chopped, walfling Boysons, orgasmically repeating 
phrases like “Standards of accountability” and “Centres of excellence”. It was Hugh 
Laurie’s blustery Boyson voice [heard when I first saw “centre of excellence” on one 
of the director’s slide shows T had to design. Along with other phrases like “risk excel- 
lence” and a whole slide occupied with the words “......Our people are enriched, cher- 
ished, motivated and prosperous,” I had to laugh to myself. (Phe next slide made me 
sad, though—it shot me through with infectious hollowness. “Our biggest asset ts... 
“THE LEEDS SPIRIT” ...there was a cheesy clip-art graphic of a crowd of literally 
faceless people, and underneath... “= "Team Spirit,” and on a the next line, “is unquench- 
able.) 

Sir Bernard must have creamed in his pants (or in the chalice itself) when he got 
the fucking Holy Grail of Excellence. Perhaps the valiant attainment of his Operations 
‘Team was commemorated by some mid-office ceremony, waves of applause greeting 
the presentation of the chalice at its climax. Last time I was working here, everyone was 
undergoing ‘Service Excellence’ training. Like credit financiers really serve their cus- 
tomers. Now they’ve put up inverted triangle SERVICE EXCELLENCE signs above 
those departments who have achieved this mystical height of superior functioning. 
‘Excellence’ being the Holy Grail of corporate performance (or rather of corporate lin- 
guistic masturbation), this must have been the Holy Grail of Holy Grails. In fact, itis a 
symbol of a symbol, a twice-removed abstract cousin only tenuously related to reality, 
and utterly unrelated to actions that, to me, may constitute excellence. As a friend said 
last night, they ain’t talking the same language as Bill & Ted. 

And though IT know that ‘Holy Grail’, as a concept and phrase, has passed into 
popular use and is universally understood in the very broad sense of “the ultimate prize 
or achievement”, I still can’t help seeing this particular chalice as a very specific bas- 
tardization of one of the most profound archetypes to be found in English mythology. 
What heightens this is my conviction that the National Lottery (the presence of which 
is strong in office culture) is a conscious conspiracy to bastardize, mock, and ultimate- 
ly defuse the most potent return-to-Eden myth-structure this country has. 

(For the edification of non-UK readers: The National Lottery, the legitimized 
gambling con-game established in 1994, astutely renamed “The Stupid Tax’ by Thee 
Data Base zine, is run by a company calling themselves Camelot. In addition to the 
‘Instants’ scratch-card games, there is the jackpot bingo-style game, the ‘winning’ num- 
bers announced on prime-time Saturday night TV. The various random ball-selecting 
machines are have names such as Arthur, Guinevere, Lancelot... you get the picture. 
“The characters of the Arthurian cycle are really archetypes of the highest order . . . 
Arthur is the Emperor of Logres, the Pendragon. He draws together the resources of his 
land and welds them into a kingdom full of strength and vitality... Arthur may only be 
awakened in the time of Britain’s greatest need.” * Caitlin and John Matthews, 
Hallowquest Handbook) 

During the cighties, the Tories did a brilliant job of making itabsolutely clear that 
Britain is truly a Waste Land. ‘They rubbed salt into the Wounded King’s gaping thigh. 
And now, when our need is at its greatest, Camelot (ple) returns! But instead of healing 
this wasted land, it plasters it over with a thick layer of banknotes-cum-bandages, blot- 
ling out awareness with cash-lust, scratch-card fetishes and the televisually-synchro- 
nized stimulation of millions of adrenal glands. “Whom does the Grail serve?” is the 
mythical question that heals the King and the Land, which can more prosaically be seen 
as clear, sudden and crystalline awareness, a direct confrontation with the reality of the 
Waste Land—perhaps leading to acceptance and that over-theologized humdinger, 
redemption. Here, in a tastefully decorated modern office, replete with plants and min- 
cral water dispensers, I can sense the cover-up, feel the decay and rot beneath layer upon 
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... They do not labour or toil, yet | tell you that even Solomon in all his glory was not as they. 
¢ Jesus Christ, ‘The Sermon On The Mount’ 


layer of solidified denial. It’s a place where I’m forced to brush against what ts, sadly, 
contemporary British culture: nine to five work, clubbing at the weckend, multiplex cin- 
emas designed like efficient slaughterhouses, nervous breakdowns, choked motorways, 
MacDonald’s... and National Lottery syndicates. 

Two days ago the self-confessed reincarnation of Arthur Pendragon was arrested 
at Newbury in the midst of the protest to halt the destruction of ancient woodland to 
make way for an ineffectual bypass. He was arrested for carrying an_ offensive 
weapon—his broadsword (aka Excalibur). And the Holy Grail stands in an office of the 
consumer finance division of one of the world’s largest multinationals. [haven't a fuck- 
ing clue what that says about Britain, but I suspect it means we're in trouble. 


In the unconscious, cerebral is genital. The word cerebral is from the same root as 
Ceres, goddess of cereals, of growth and fertility; the same root as cresco, to grow, and 
creo, to create. Onians, archaeologist of language, who uncovers lost worlds of mean- 
ing, buried meanings, has dug up a prehistoric image of the body, according to which 
the head and genital intercommunicate via the spinal column: the gray matter of the 
brain, the spinal marrow, and the seminal fluid are all one identical substance, on tap 
in the genital and stored in the head. 

* Norman O. Brown, Love's Body 


The human body has two ends on it: one to create with and one to siton, Sometimes peo- 


ple get their ends reversed. When this happens they need A KICK IN THE SEAT OF 


THE PANTS. ti 
* blurb on cover of a business training manual seen in my employers’ Education Centre 


The “prehistoric image of the body” unearthed by Richard Onians testifies to a lack of 
schism between thought and sexuality in archaic cultures, and forms a skeletal map of 
a persistently recurring model of human experience of the cosmos. The three-levelled 
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Let me tell you something, children are smarter than any of us. You know how | know that? ... 


shamanic plan of existence embraces the Underworld, Middleworld and 
Upperworld—less holistically seen in the later, and confused, Heaven, 
Earth and Hell. The shamanic map is usually centred around a natural 
axis mundi, centre of the world, like a tree or a mountain, One may spec- 
ulate as to whether the first shamans derived this map from observation 
of natural phenomena or from inward perception of the structure of the 
body, but ultimately this is pointless. It seems natural to assume that the 
venesis of this model lies in both phenomena, for its obvious secret Is 
that it describes the fundamental identity of the human body and the uni- 
verse. It seems to be the basic form underlying the varying chakra sys- 
tems from around the world. The base of the spine, or root (sping = tree), 
is associated with sexuality, basic impulses of life and creative forces— 
corresponding to the Underworld’s traditional association with the gen- 
erative furnaces of nature (alienation from nature thus turning the 
Underworld into Hell). The trunk—stomach, solar plexus or heart—cor- 
responds to Middleworld, the earthly realm. And somewhere in or above 
the skull lies the Upperworld, world of gods and archetypes. The spine 
branches out into the myriad branches, twigs and Icaves of the neural 
network, i 
Christopher Hyatt touched something important when he said in 
his Tree of Lies that you should live from the gut so that you can use both 
ends (see also the Amerindian concept of ‘speaking from the heart’). 
This ideal of balanced human behaviour, cerebrality and sexuality ul- 
lized and co-ordinated at guV/heart level, interestingly reflects the tran- 
shuman spiritual condition of the shaman, walker between worlds, who 
has gained access to both Under- and Upperworlds, yet lives in this 


world, mediating between these simple divisions of reality. tig 
Throughout the esoteric traditions of the world you will find varia- 


tions on these themes, the three-levelled nature of both the universe and the 
psychoplasmic body, and their ultimate unity. From the cosmic body-maps 
of Tantric art to the Body of Christ and his post-execution trip down to Hell 
and up to Heaven; from the Siberian shaman’s ascent of the World Tree to 
the Indian yogi’s raising of the Kundalini snake-energy, from the semen, 
grey matter and spinal fluid of Onians to the past, future and NOW of the 
Psychick Cross. ; Tpit 
And here, in a microcosmic reflection of how far “progress has tried to override 
nature, or just go completely against it, we find a business training manual that says (let 
us remind ourselves): “The human body has two ends on It: one to create with and one 
to sit on.” The repression of sexuality is complete, the domination of the grey matter sabe 
of the spectrum total. Sexual energy is sublimated into the brain, which is in turn used 
for brain-numbing tasks that are an insult to our being. Phe ‘other end’, down there, is 
just a portable cushion, supporting the body so the mind can more easily numb itself. 
Now, according to this manual, some people get the ends mixed up”. Sitting on your 
head isn’t a widespread problem, I think, but people gelling ideas, even feclings, abut 
playing about with their own and other people’s bodies for pleasure... this can represent 
a serious threat to keeping it all under Control. Of course, we re lucky enough to have 
loads of handy conventions through which we can safely channel this energy, if our job 
doesn’t drain it all. : 
But BE WARNED. If you start ‘mixing up’ your bodily poles too often, you ll gel 
« good kick in the pants. Experiences of polymorphous perversity, full bodily pleasure, 
are punishable by death. 








26 .. [don't know one child with a full-time job and children. * Bill Hicks 


- This job is perfect for me, and I for it. /’ve lost my soul and found my home. 

It now happens that I look forward to coming here—as long as I'm given work to 
keep my fingers flowing over the keyboard. If I’m left with nothing to do for a while, 
the remnants of my spirit, lashing out at any aspect of me it can find, cause me too much 
pain. Some acid philosopher has said that ‘Bad Trips’ are caused by the experience of 
viewing the limited, petty ego through the lens of your own Higher Intelligence. Feels 
like I’m getting a real good look these days, but the experience is ever more frictionless, 
an elusive, floating numbness. My Higher Intelligence is fed up of fighting this rigid 
snarling bunch of defences, and has left me for a while. Maybe merciful—would I be 
able to stand the harshness of seeing myself through its lens every day? So the mercy of 
the universe has dropped me into this temporary realisation of my fundamental identity 
as the perfect office worker. 

As I said, I'm perfect for this job, temperamentally ideal. Last time | worked here 
I felt like an actor, an alien, an agent. I couldn't believe these people were letting me, 
subversive me, have potential access to all the company’s mainframe drives and files. 
On the last day I got round to taking the risk of doing some photocopying (they’re very 
tight on this sort of thing), and nearly got caught, but walked out triumphant, never to 
see the place again. However, debts still needed paying, and the temp agency phoned 
me, the company wanted me, my skills, to save them from a mess. Perfect for the job... 
So, I’m here again, drawn back to my place, same desk, same job, different me. 

Last time, I felt horror at the deadness in all the bodies around me who had sur- 
rendered their energy to the Corporation. | recognized the process in myself, too, which 
deepened my resolve to reclaim my energy and melt the frozen river. 

NOW—I feel like an alien with my ‘friends’. | was a double agent after all, and 
now my True Self, energy repressed and sacrificed to the mysterious operations of 
Office Britain plc, is revealed. I feel at home typing out other people’s words, and I'm 
ata vague loss when I reach my house and have nothing to do. Even outside the office, 
my True Self manifests, unable to make a positive stand on anything important, unspon- 
taneous, unimaginative, unstable, timid, just a cancerous agent among those who are 
naturally themselves. I drain them using the fabricated threads of companionship my 
Cover Self has woven around them. If they ignore me, it confirms my status as a fake, 
an outsider to integrity and value. If they try to help me... HA! They can’t imagine the 
tangled nets of lies and scared fakery | have at my disposal. I will find it easy to con- 
vince them of my essential lowliness, and woe to those who would double-bluff, Tl 
shrivel up and turn away if you try to agree with my withering view of myself. ’'ma 
black hole employed by the Corporation, my body is cold and unyielding, my embrace 
is uncomfortable. I’m lonely, | need warmth. Please, don’t come near me. 





- After about two solid weeks of unadulterated GREY, no sun, no cloud formations, def- 
initely no sky, it’s happened. I noticed a curious brightness to the GREY walking to the 
bus stop this morning, enough to make things different. And walking towards the busi- 
ness park, | actually glimpsed the outline of the sun’s disc through the GREY. Sat here 
at my desk (sorry, workstation), it was quite stirring to see some differentiation hap- 
pening in that dull blanket, then... Shit! The sun rays, breaking through, making every- 
thing haloed... hallowed... and a secretary casually walks over to the windows and press- 
es the button to bring the automated blinds down... dzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Can't see the 
monitor with the damn sun behind it. Shut it out. | relish the squinting, and turn up the 
contrast on my screen. 

Perhaps even more lovely than the sunlight are the clouds. Probably because you 
can see them, look at them as objects. Beautiful grey fluffy walruses and candy moun- 
tains lined with shining silver. They're drifting away now, as TI look out of the one 
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In the Western world it is second nature for us to assume that all creative action requires the incen- 
tive of inadequacy and discontent. It seems obvious that if we felt fulfilled at each instant and no 
longer regarded time as a path of pursuit, we should just sit down in the sun ... 


unblinded window, chased off by hefty weights of dark, dark, grey cloud, with the 
smeared bottom edges that prophesy rain. Maybe areal rain will come and wash all the 
scum out of my head. 


- [feel really guilly about writing that shit about the woman from (in)Human Resources. 
| have had my words in my head every time I see her, their meanings projected invisi- 
bly over her features. And something in me resisted this, scornful of my readiness to box 
up someone else’s emotional life in words as readily as | do my own. | started seeing 
her doing other things than walking past my desk with that slow, precise, purposeful 
stride. I started noticing the gentle bounce in her walk, and appreciated the fact that she 
was unhurried and focused. So many women trot past frantically, all their muscles 
buzzed into jerky near-paralysis by Chasing The Corporate Carrot. | even heard her 
voice, as she walked past with a colleague—it’s a warm but defined Leeds accent. And 
every now and then she would smile, the ‘mask’ quickly breaking into curves, her eyes 
shining. She’s attractive. 

She’s not really from (in)Human Resources, though she spends a lot of time there. 
She works for a temping agency which this company has made a big deal with, big 
enough for the agency to have a few people in here virtually full-time. It's a French- 
based agency called ECCO, a name I playfully allowed to weird me out when I tried to 
get_a job through them, as I had previously only known ‘ECCO’ as John C. Lilly’s 
impersonal term for what others may call God, Brahman, Wakan ‘Tanka, or The 
Management. Earth Coincidence Control Office. Being ‘employed by ECCO’ takes on 
hilariously grandiose resonances. And to weird things up a bit more, the abbreviated 
name of the multinational of which this company is a part is GE. Ge happens to be the 
Thracian form of the Greek goddess Gaia... the most common current name for Mother 
Earth. Working in GE for ECCO! Together with the Grail sat at the other end of this 
office and Camelot ple, this whole scene seems like a set-up designed by Carl Jung and 
John Major to baffle and subvert the psyches of unbalanced mystics. Only humour and 
humility saves me, that and knowing there’s only three weeks left... 


- A week and a half left. L asked one of my boss’s secretaries yesterday if | could work 
another week, because that would just clear my debts—my monetary guilt. She didn’t 

,know. My boss phoned from his meeting in London—she popped the question to him, 
and I had a minor panic feeling hearing her say, “Oh, so you want him indefinitely, at 
least until the end of April?” My fragile mental state has left me with a disturbing feel- 
ing that I’m stuck here, that this is my fucking vocation, to be a nobody spineless temp. 
1 often forget that it’s up to me whether I stay. I felt like someone had signed my con- 
tract behind my back. I quickly told her I could only really manage to stay until the end 
of next week, because I’ve got so much to do (which I have, but that doesn’t matter; I 
want OUT of here as soon as my debts are cleared). 

Now that the sun shines daily, and the end is in sight, | am beginning to taste my 
non-corporate self, my own body, not the legal and financial body I’ve been a cell in for 
the past few weeks of eternity. 

And still I feel slips. My veganism has lapsed since being here. Cheese in the can- 
teen. What the fuck? Today, after eight months of not smoking, I had a red Marlboro. 
Lisa, Becca and I sat outside, luxuriating in our extended lunch break and giggling like 
kids excited to have a school lesson outside on the grass. I’ve been having vague incli- 
nations to smoke recently, and today I went for the “I'll have one to remind myself I 
don’t want to smoke” line of irrationality. It tasted nice, felt weird in between my fin- 
gers (a bizarre appendage), and made me feel quite sick afterwards. Irrationality 
worked. I got into office gossip for the first time... 
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... pull large Mexican hats over our eyes, and put bottles of tequila at our elbows. Even if this were 
true it might not be so great a disaster as we imagine, for there is no doubt that our extreme 
busyness is as much nervous fidgets as industry ... 


- The problem with office work: It simultaneously strengthens character (through fore- 
ing you to confront and cope with its sheer negativity) and cuts you off from real life— 
why should this be the price? Is treating office work as mysterious Real Life actually 
subversive or a retreat? Or neither? 

¢ The Out of Order Order, Gneurosis issue 2 


This whole trip, this whole descent into deadness, and my hidden longing for deadness, 
I don’t know yet how it stands, in the balance of my life. I often think of J. G. Ballard, 
that warrior of the imagination, doing battle on the fringes of modern, corporate and 
suburban lunacy. He lives in Shepperton, surrounded by the tarmac smells, angular con- 
crete sights and stale consumer environments of road and airport culture. He sees sub- 
urbs as dangerous places—you don’t get mugged, bul some passing corporation might 
steal your soul. (I get the worst of both worlds—I got mugged a few weeks ago on the 
highly dodgy Hyde Park, and come here to this business park every day to have my soul 
methodically drained and sapped.) Ballard rhapsodizes about Thatcher when she’s on 
TV, follows the Royal Family with the eye of an obsessive research scientist, and 
launches into expressing his desire to have thermonuclear weapons stationed behind his 
garden at any mention of CND. His playfulness and irony plunge into Britain’s cancers 
with the reckless resolve of the proto-shaman who surrenders hirself to hir initiatory 
sickness. Hoping to come through the other side, finding the meaning of the disease, 
conquering the sickness by becoming the sickness. He hopes to double-bluff the 
Apocalypse by affirming it so thoroughly and methodically that its destructiveness is 
negated. 

Can I hope for a similar victory? When is resistance necessary, and when is it the 
resistance that traps us? When I surrender to the pleasure of a schedule laid out for me, 
the insidious comfort and niceties of the corporate environment, do I lose part of my 
soul? Or do I shred it and tear it when I resist, trying to hold onto the walls on my 
descent? Can I exorcize my ignored childhood desires for homogeneities—to smother 
my pain—through indulging them to the point where my unconscious, my body, my nat- 
ural instincts for survival and healthy chaos, rise up and quell the subtle dominion of 
Thanatos? I have felt some curious little satoris of resignation over the weeks, the rub- 
ble of my collapsing life mounting up around me until I give up trying to break out. 
Sometimes the giving up is followed by just more pain and shame, sometimes there’s a 
surprising peace. In the midst of what I think should be a most hideous depression, I find 
pleasure in small things, and easily share warm, funny exchanges with others. It often 
happens that the momentum of my self-hate refuses this unexpected break in the clouds, 
and angrily works to conjure up more clouds, magically regenerating itself in defiance 
of this illogical moment of grace. But I’m starting to see that self-hate is exhaustible; 
just don’t get drawn into wrestling with it, and it wrestles itself into submission. 





- That woman. The ECCO woman, she really does work for God. Maybe all that stone- 
cold mask shit was just a heap of confused projection after all. Or maybe she’s just smil- 
ing and talking more these days. She radiates as she walks past, and she brightens my 
days. 
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... and that a certain amount of ordinary laziness would lend our culture the pleasant mellowness it 
singularly lacks. * Alan Watts, Nature, Man & Woman 


Work Is A Four Letter Word 


by Alan B 


The Government keep complaining that the unemployed don't want to work...lets face it 
the employed dont want to work either! 
* Bruce Morton SIN. 


a 

With both the Conservative and Labour parties declaring battle on the “evil? of unem- 
ployment, it has been Ieft to those storm-troopers of the revolution, the Liberal 
Democratic Party, to admit that unemployment will not go away, and in fact full 
employment is virtually impossible. As the economic and industrial strategies of the 
world change is it still possible to insist that everyone in the developed world devotes 
their life to being a good and fruitful “wage slave”? Even with society currently 
designed to ensure that everyone is streamlined into a “career path” or low paid 
“McJob”; and all our energies are spent on ensuring that we gel to spend the rest of out 
lives doing things we don’t want to do; does it seem so bizarre to suggest that careers, 
employment and jobs are 20th century diseases which require to be eradicated? Well, | 
admit it does look a big step if you are hypnotised into believing in the work ethic, but 
look beyond what you have been told and see the future. 

Eradicating work docs not mean regressing to a pre-historic Garden of Eden, 
(there’s far too many of us to feed from one tree anyway). There are tasks of manufac- 
turing, supply and distribution which are required by society. These tasks could be more 
efficiently per formed by intelligent machines than by humans. Machines work 24 hours 
a day, 365 days a year, they don’t require holidays, pensions, healthcare, training, mater- 
nity leave, sick leave and mornings off cos they’ve got a hangover. They don’t turn up 
late, get stroppy, skive off, steal the stock and sabotage the operations. They don’t go 
on strike. With current cybernetic technologies most jobs in the developed world, both 
in “unskilled” and “management” positions, could be better performed by a machine. In 
the near future even the supervision and creation of the machines will be automated so 
that a minimal human involvement will be necessary to supply our every need. The 
major obstacle in the progress of cybernetics is the limited imaginations of govern- 
ments, employers and unions. They simply cannot see what good could come of putting 
all those people out of work. 

Alternatively their imaginations run vividly to an army of idle revolutionaries 
smashing the state because at last they are not chained down by worrying about their 
income, They also cannot see how we would survive economically. Well is it not obvi- 
ous, even with high initial costs for instalment and considering maintenance, machines 
are much more efficient than human workers? The increased productivity would mean 
increased profits. In the current system increased profits go into the pockets of the man- 
agers and the share holders. Why not make us all shareholders, spread the rewards a lit- 
tle? At this time all wages and benefits come from the ‘available pool of resources’. It 
is the myth that one’s livelihood depends on “earning” a part of this pool that keeps the 
rich at the top of the pile. An equal distribution of the worlds current wealth would allow 
everyone to share the standard of living of a well off American family. Let's be clear at 
this point that ‘money’ is not ‘wealth’. Money is a token system, a piece of modern 
voodoo which be stows a mysterious value 
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| would live all my life in nonchalance and insouciance 
Were it not for making a living, which is rather a nouciance. 
¢ Ogden Nash, Introspective Reflection 


on otherwise worthless bits of paper. Wealth is the education, means of production, dis- 
tribution system, homes, and above all, nowadays, information that is controlled by a 
community, individual or nation. 

The distribution of a nations wealth could be achieved by a variety of means, such 
as some of the examples listed below: (These are only a few of the alternate economic 
systems we could adopt). 


A) The National Dividend: Invented by engineer C.F. Douglas, and developed by Ezra 
Pound and Buckminster Fuller. Every citizen is declared a shareholder in the Nation and 
receives dividends on the Gross National Profit for the year. This would not be infla- 
tionary as long as the dividends were equal to the GNP and not above it. 


B) The Guaranteed Annual Income: Proposed by economist Robert Theobald. The 
Government establishes an annual minimum income (above the poverty line), and guar- 
antees that no-one would receive less. They would be responsible for making up the 
incomes of those not earning or with low earnings. The removal of various layers of red 
tape would make this a cheaper system to operate, and would spare the recipient the 
humiliation of welfare queues. 


C) The Negative Income Tax: Devised by Nobel economist Milton Friedman. Similar 
to the above—any citizen whose earnings fell below the agreed minimum would receive 
from the government a sum to make up the difference. Again this is cheaper than the 
current system and less degrading for the recipient. 


D) The RICH Economy (Rising Income through Cybernetic Homeostasis): Devised 
by L. Wayne Benner and Robert Anton Wilson. This works in four stages: 

1) Encourage cybernation by rewarding workers who design themselves out of a job. 
11) Establish either the Guaranteed Annual Income or the Negative Income Tax to ensure 
that those unemployed by the cybernation are not forced into the current lunatic welfare 
system. 

ili) Gradually raise the Guaranteed Income to 
the level of the National Dividends, thus raising 
the living standards of the whole nation. 

iv) Progress with massive investment in adult 
education. 






WAGE- SLAVERY OR STARVATION 2 — 
THAT'S NOT A CHOICE, (T's A THREAT! 
















Eventually everyone will get bored watching 
daytime soaps, getting stoned and lying in bed all 
day. Give people the opportunity to learn to do 
something more fulfilling than TV, Fast Food and 
crummy jobs, give people a chance to 
become part of the challenges of the future, 
feeding the rest of the planet, Space 
Migration, Life Extensionism Sciences. It is also 
recognised that raising the educational level of a 
nation decreases the birth rate and increases the 
wealth creating potential, both problems 
receiving much media coverage just now. 

Aristotle is recorded to have said that 
slavery would only be abolished when 
machines were built that could operate them 
selves. We now have that technology, but we 





PROPOSALS: 
a) The universe has no inherent “meaning”. ... 








do not have the intelligence and the will to use it. The idea ola work ethic (an idea cre- 
ated by the ruling classes who never had to work a day in their lives) has hypnotised us 
long enough. Let us celebrate unemployment as the crest of the Third Wave and con- 
gratulate the wilfully unemployed for leading the way to a new universe, 


Further Reading: 

R.A.Wilson: The Illuminati Papers (The RICH Economy) 
Alvin Toffler: The Third Wave and Previews & Premises 
Henry George: Progress and Poverty 

Silvio Gessell: The Natural Economic Order 

Buckminster Fuller: Operating Manual For Spaceship Earth 
Benjamin Tucker: Individual Liberty 

Peter Maurin: The Green Revolution 


nm The Soul of Man 
Under Socialism 


by Oscar Wilde 
First published, The Fortnightly Review, February 1890 


I cannot help saying that a great deal of nonsense is being written and talked nowadays 
about the dignity of manual labour. There is nothing necessarily dignified about manu- 
al labour at all, and most of it is absolutely degrading. It is mentally and morally injuri- 
ous to man to do anything in which he does not find pleasure, and many forms of labour 
are quite pleasureless activities, and should be regarded as such. ‘To sweep a slushy 
crossing for cight hours on a day when the east wind is blowing is a disgusting occupa- 
tion. To sweep it with mental, moral, or physical dignity seems to me to be impossible. 
To sweep it with joy would be appalling. Man is made for something better than dis- 
turbing dirt. All work of that kind should be done by a machine. 

And I have no doubt that it will be so. Up to the present, man has been, to a cer- 
tain extent, the slave of machinery, and there is something tragic in the fact that as soon 
as man had invented a machine to do his work he began to starve. This, however, is, of 
course, the result of our property system and our system of competition. One man owns 
a machine which does the work of five hundred men. Five hundred men are, in conse- 
quence, thrown our of employment, and, having no work to do, become hungry and take 
to thieving. One man secures the produce of the machine and keeps it, and has five hun- 
dred times as much as he should have, and probably, which is of much more importance, 
a great deal more than he really wants. Were that machine the property of all, everybody 
would benefit by it. It would be an immense advantage to the community. All unintel- 
lectual labour, all monotonous, dull Jabour, all labour that deals with dreadful things, 
and involves unpleasant conditions, must be done by machinery. Machinery must work 
for us in coal mines, and do all sanitary services, and be the stoker of steamers, and 
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... b) Human beings impose their own order on the chaos that surrounds them. ... 


clean the streets, and run messages on wet days, and do anything that is tedious or dis- 
tressing. At present machinery competes against man. Under proper conditions machin- 
ery will serve man. There is no doubt that all this is the future of machinery; and just as 
trees grow while the country gentleman is asleep, so while Humanity will be amusing 
itself, or enjoying cultivated leisure—which, and not labour, is the aim of man—or mak- 
ing beautiful things, or reading beautiful things, or simply contemplating the world with 
admiration and delight, machinery will be doing all the necessary and unpleasant work. 
The fact is, that civilisation requires slaves. The Greeks were right there. Unless there 
are slaves to do the ugly, horrible, uninteresting work, culture and contemplation 
become almost impossible. Human slavery is wrong, insecure, and demoralising. On 
mechanical slavery, on the slavery of the machine, the future of the world depends. And 
when scientific men are no longer called upon to go down to a depressing East End and 
distribute bad cocoa and worse blankets to starving people, they will have delightful 
leisure in which to devise wonderful and marvellous things for their own joy and the joy 
of everyone else. There will be great storages of force for every city, and for every house 
if required, and this force man will convert into heat, light, or motion, according to his 
needs. Is this Utopian? A map of the world that does not include Utopia is not worth 
even glancing at, for it leaves out the one country at which Humanity is always landing. 
And when Humanity lands there, it looks out, and, seeing a better country, sets sail. 
Progress is the realization of Utopias. 


Parting Words... 


“I was interested to read the article on wealth in last week’s Sunday Times as I recent- 
ly totalled the worth of all my possessions if they were sold. It came to about £400. The 
most expensive item was a radio-cassette recorder (£70) followed by my tent (£65) and 
rucksack (£50). I live comfortably in a bed-sit and work in a London hotel. I would not 
fit anywhere on your wealth chart, but I certainly do not feel poor. I consider poor to be 
the countries of the Third World, where to have a day’s food'is to be rich, I think itis a 
rather sad comment on our society that a person who owns £10,000 worth of posses- 
sions is considered “fairly poor” by 32 percent of your survey. 

* Derek Baker, letter to the Sunday ‘Times, 1982 


“In a society that enforces a schizoid split between work and leisure, we have all expe- 
rienced the trivialization of our ‘free time'—time which is organized neither as work nor 
as leisure. ‘Vacation’ once meant ‘empty time’. Now it signifies time which is organized 
and filled by the leisure industry. The secret purpose, of conviviality in the secret soci- 
ety then becomes the self-structuring and auto-valorization of free time. Most parties are 
devoted only to loud music and too much booze, not because we enjoy these things, but 
because the Empire of work has imbued us with the feeling that empty time is wasted 
time. The idea of throwing a party to, say, make a quilt, or sing madrigals together, 
seems hopelessly outdated. But the modern Tong will find it both necessary and enjoy- 
able to seize back free time from the commodity world, and devote it to shared cre- 
ation—to play.” 

° Hakim Bey, The Tong 
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.. CQ The study of this process is fascinating, tragic, interesting... 


“In the view of the tribespeople of Wyrd [pre-Christian northern European pagans |, just 
as life force coursed through ficlds, crops, wells and streams, all of nature, it also flowed 
within us, too. The life force was believed to be generated in the head, and Howed down 
through channels in the spine ar ' from there throughout the body and to the extremeties 
and sexual organs. Life force in a person was inextricably linked to self-expression, 
freedom and vitality. the free fewing of life force in a person was liberating, and the 
word ‘liberate’ stems from the root 'libare', a ‘pouring of a stream’. The word ‘libido’ used 
by Freud in this century to designate psychic energy is from the same source. 

“Slavery, which was sometimes a result of inter-tribal warfare, was a constriction, 
controlling, denial of life force. Slaves had their hair cut short as a visible sign that their 
life force was curtailed. Bands were placed around their necks to represent the control- 
ling of the life force from the head imto the spine. The person responsible for placing the 
band was the one who controlled the energy so encircled. Emancipation from slavery 
was thus often called 'neck-loosing’. 

“It is interesting that in contemporary Western world, and in the East, too, by imi- 
tation of the West, men in office jobs are often expected to wear a ‘uniform’ which 
includes the strange idea of a tic worn around the neck. It is such a widespread conven- 
tion that we hardly notice it, and yet ita very clear symbol of the constriction of the flow 
of life force. The company which employs the office worker 'owns' his freedom, as ina 
slave, and the open-necked, casually dressed employee may not be taking seriously 
enough the discipline of employment, the recognition that the company expects his 
energies to be devoted to their cause, and not something which might be more personal 
to him.” 

* Brian Bates, The Wisdom of the Wyrd 


“Even animals of the same kind—two deer, two owls—will behave differently from 
sach other. I have studied many plants. The leaves of one plant, on the same stem— 
none is exactly alike. On all the earth there is not one leaf that is exactly like another. 
The Great Spirit likes it that way. He only sketches out the path of life roughly for all 
creatures on earth, shows them where to go, where to arrive at, but leaves them to find 
their own way to get there. He wants them to act independently according to their own 
nature, to the urges in each of them. 

“If Wakan Tanka likes the plants, the animals, even little mice and bugs, to do this, 
how much more will he abhor people being alike, doing the same thing, getting up at 
the same time, putting on the same kind of store-bought clothes, riding the same sub- 
way, working in the same office at the same job with their eyes on the same clock and, 
worst of all, thinking alike all the time. All creatures exist for a purpose. Even an ant 
knows what its purpose is—not with its brain, but somehow it knows. Only human 
beings have come to a point where they no longer know why they exist. They don't use 
their brains and they have forgotten the secret knowledge of their bodies, their senses, 
or their dreams. They don't use the knowledge the spirit has pul into every one of them; 
they are not even aware of this, and so they stumble along blindly on the road to 
nowhere—a paved highway which they themselves bulldoze and make smooth so that 
they can get faster to the big, empty hole which they'll find at the end, waiting to swal- 
low them up. It's a quick, comfortable superhighway, but I know where it leads to. I have 
seen it. I've been there in my vision, and it makes me shudder to think about it.” 
¢ John (Fire) Lame Deer, Lame Deer: Seeker of Visions 





34 


..and a bloody damn sight better than going to work or watching TV, except when they coincide. 
¢ John Eden, Turbulence: Towards A Statement Of Intent 


Here’s a few things that ma 


the slack & unemployable... 


GROUNDSWELL 


— stuff 


y be of interest to the actively unemployed or 


OK, so we've got a new government, who seem to be doing more cool things than 
angoos hoped for, but their plans to ‘modernise’ the welfare system sound pretty 
dubious to me. Any government in our society at the moment seems to be unquestion- 
ingly committed to reducing unemployment, regardless of working conditions and 


whether or not this whole work business has a 


uture for a more evolved culture. As 


of going to press, there’s precious little detail of what's going to happen to the 

Tories’ hideous Job Seekers’ Allowance scheme (though it hae 

New Labour are intent on bettering the Tories on all counts, including ‘getting the 

nation back to work’). Anyway, we thought we'd list all the anti-JSA groups (a nation- 
2 Reagiy be still fighting, and resisting 

any further attempts to force people into stifling, uninspiring jobs... 


al network known as Groundswell) as they'll 


AUTONOMOUS CENTRE OF 
EDINBURGH - V/o Peace & 
Justice Centre, St. John’s 
chutcly Princes St., Edinburgh 


BAD ATTITUDE - 121 Railton 
Road, Brixton, London SE24 OLR 


BRADFORD 1 in 12 CLUB - 21- 
23 Albion Street, Bradford BD1 


BRIGHTON CLAIMANT'S 
ACTION GROUP - c/o Brighton 
Unemployed Centre, Prior 
House, 6 Tilbury Place, Brighton 
BN2 2GY 


BRISTOL CLAIMANTS - 
Greenleaf Bookshop, 82 
Colston Street, Bristol, BS1 5BB 


OXFORD CLAIMANTS ACTION 
GROUP - c/o O.U.W.C.U,, East 
Oxford Community Centre, 
Princes Street, Oxford OX4 1HU 





NORWICH UNEMPLOYMENT 
ACTION GROUP - PO Box 73, 
Norwich NR3 1QD 


COLIN ROACH CENTRE - 56 
Clarence Road, London E5 8HB 


CONTRAFLOW / E.C.N. (LON- 
DON) - 56a Infoshop, 56a 
Crampton Street, London SE17 


CW BIRMINGHAM - PO Box 
ttt Saltley, Birmingham B8 
P 


EAST KENT ANARCHISTS - c/o 
The Canterbury Centre, St. 
Alphege Lane, Canterbury 


EAST LONDON AGAINST JSA 
- Jo 84b Whitechapel High St., 
London E1 7QX 


EXETER CLAIMANTS - co 
Flying Post, PO Box 185, Exeter 
EX4 4EW 


GRAPHICS 


pages 4, 7, 8 & 9 « from one of John Eden's A3 diary 
shéets. John's now Mr Turbulence - send SAE to BM Box 
3641, London, WCIN 3XX for a catalogue of the stuff he 


spreads around, or check out his groovy web site at 
www.uncarved.demon.co. uk 


page 17 ¢ from The Institute of Social 
995 calendar. Send them an SAE (to i 
Magdalen Road, Oxford, OX4) for their catalogue of low- 


priced subversive literature. 


Pages 21, 31 © from a Groundswell anti-JSA leaflet 








Disengineerin 
B g ' 9 


LEEDS ANARCHIST GROUP - 
c/o 145-149 Cardigan Road, 
Leeds LS6 


NEWHAM & DISTRICT 
CLAIMANTS UNION - Durning 
Hall, Earlham Grove, Forest 
Gate, London E7 


NORTH EAST U.A.G. - do 
North Shields People’s Centre, 
51 Bedford Street, North 
Shields NE29 OAB 


HARINGEY SOLIDARITY 
GROUP - PO BOX 2474, London 
N8 OHW 


NOTTS CAMPAIGN AGAINST 
THE JSA - PO Box 192, 
Nottingham NG1 1FJ 


PLYMOUTH CLAIMANTS 
UNION - PO Box 21, Plymouth 
PL11QS 


READING CLAIMANTS 
ACTION GROUP - Box A, 30 
Silver St., Reading RG1 5PA 


THE JOB SHIRKERS’ ALLIANCE 
I've got a great leaflet from these people, but have yet to have a 
reply from the given address. Maybe they've been forced into facto- 
work and haven't got time to reply to mail... They deserve a men- 
tion for their great name. 
¢ PO Box 1022, Sheffield 


A book well worth checking out... 
Gone to Croatan: Origins of North American Drop Out 
Culture by Ron Sakolsky & James Koehnline 

(isbn 0 936756 92 6) 
““America" was founded as a land of drop-outs. Almost at once it 
began to produce its own,crop of dissidents - visionaries, utopians, 
white and black “Indians”, sailors and buccaneers, tax rebels, angry 


like worse is in store - 


SHEFFIELD CLAIMANTS & 
WORKERS RESISTANCE - PO 
Box 446, Sheffield $1 1NY 


SOMERSET COMMUNITY 
DEFENCE CAMPAIGN - 4 
Gordon Terrace, Bridgwater, 
TAG SJP 


SOUTH LONDON JSA - Box 
J.S.A., 121 Railton Road, 
Brixton, London SE24 OLR 


TAMESIDE UNEMPLOYED 
WORKERS ALLIANCE - 115a 
Chester Avenue, Dukinfield, 
Tameside SK16 5BW 


TYNESIDE ANARCHIST 
GROUP - PO Box ITA, Fenham, 
Newcastle NE99 1TA 


If you're not sure whether your 
local group is still going, send and 
SAE to the Oxford group and 
they'll update you. 


women, crank reformers - all on the lam 


from Babylon, from control. Now here they 
are again, speaking through radical histo- 
rians and in the present in their own voic- 
es, claiming to have been the real 
“America” all along.’ 

Available, along with a lot of other won- 
derful things, from AK Press Distribution, 
PO Box 12766, Edinburgh, EH8 9YE, 
Scotland. Voice: (0131) 555 5165 Fax: 
(0131) 555 5215 Internet: db.akpress.org/ 
capps/mall/index.cfm 





